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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 
| don't own or lay claim of any sort to any of the guys in this story, and | hope that they never read it. Be 


forever free. 


The young woman starred balefully from beneath her long bangs, her lips set in a grim line and her arms 


crossed over her body, as though to shield herself. The velvet-draped, smoky room seemed to envelop her. 


The seer -- she didn't like to be called a witch doctor -- sighed at her, as a mother might at a willful child 


"A curse will come back around on you, two-fold” 


Those grim lips parted. "I don't care," she said in a wavering voice, that suggested she cared very much, 


indeed. "| want him to suffer." 


"Pick your poison," the seer told her. 


A long fingernail poked at the fragile, dried head of a snake that laid before her on the table. The seer's eyes 


widened in surprise. 


Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
As always with my fics, be kind and assume a vague timeline. 


Nikki groaned as he slowly came to, lifting his head from where he was face-down on the filthy mattress. He 
smacked his lips and grimaced at the taste in his mouth. He tried to remember what he'd been doing the night 
before -- or was it even morning? Lifting his head, he peered at the window to catch a glimpse of grey sky. It 
must be near dawn, which was weird, because Nikki usually stayed up doing coke and sometimes pills with 


Tommy, Vince, and the chicks they'd brought home. Why had he fallen asleep in the first place? 


He rolled over, and found that the bed was empty. That was a little weird, but not so much: it was Vince who 
couldn't sleep alone, not him. His stomach rumbled, and he wondered if there was anything left in the fridge. 
Probably not. He distinctly remembered people following them home from the Whisky, which meant the fridge 


would be cleaned out, and worse, the booze would all be gone. Well, he could always steal some. 


He propped himself up, intent on crawling out of bed and going in search of food, booze, or both, but then Nikki 


realized something was terribly wrong. 
"TOMMY" 


In the tiny room he shared with Vince, Tommy was fast asleep with his face buried under his pillow when an 
ear-piercing shriek awoke him. His first instinct, for some reason, was to assume the house was on fire. He 
leapt to his feet, and then stepped on Vince as he scrambled for the door. 


"Goddamnit, Tommy," snarled Vince, who'd only just fallen asleep beside two girls, one blonde and one brunette, 


who were peeking out from beneath the dirty sheet in terror. 


" TOMMY! God, help me!" The shrieking somehow increased in volume. Tommy barged into the living room to find 
a black-haired girl, wearing a white t-shirt and a pair of men's boxers, flailing about and knocking over 
everything they owned in a panic. The lamp clattered to the floor -- crash! She'd knocked over the battered 


leather couch and Tommy's stereo, and even ripped the posters of metal bands off the walls. 
"The fuck is wrong with you, crazy bitch?" Tommy's head pounded. It wasn't so much that the chick was 
wrecking the place (girls got mad at Tommy and tore up his stuff all the time) but he didn't even recognize 


her, and her shrieks were giving him a headache. 


"Tommy, Tommy!" The girl crawled across the living room to him and attached herself to his leg. "They took 


my cock, Tommy, they took my cock!" 
"She's high," a red-eyed Vince grumbled from the bedroom door. 
"Vince!" wailed the girl. Tommy tried to shake her off his leg 
‘Get her outta herel" 


"Okay, okay," Tommy said, reaching down and wrestling the girl into his arms. She wailed again, scratching him 


with her nails, and now he was pissed 

"No, Tommy, no!" Tears poured down the black-haired girl's face. "It's me, it's Nikki--" 

Tommy dumped her out on the front lawn. He would've slammed the door, had the door been able to shut 
properly, but instead he had to push the couch against the door and hope for the best. Sure enough, seconds 


later, the girl launched herself at the door, then tried to climb in the open window. 


"Don't make me call the cops!" Vince yelled as he helped Tommy push her back out the window. The girl was 


sobbing and clawing at them with her fucking nails like an animal. 
"Don't do this to me," she pleaded. "You know me, it's Nikki, /m Maki." Falling to the lawn, she rolled around in 
agony for some minutes, before getting to her feet and stumbling off. Vince and Tommy watched as she 


headed off down the street, and then blearily returned to their bedroom. 


No one thought to check for Nikki. 


Chapter Two 


Nikki felt like he'd gone mad. At least the world had gone mad. The sun's rays were piercing into his eyes, and 
he staggered about, one hand over his face, the other waving about to guide him. He hoped that he would walk 
off a cliff and put an end to this agony. 


He sobbed until his eyes ran out of tears and all he could do was hiccup. This was surely some kind of divine 
punishment. Maybe God had struck him down for that time he'd had his mom arrested? Nikki wailed, a cracked 
and broken sound, and fell to his knees, crying out in pain as gravel bit into him. Someone had told him once 


that you couldn't feel pain in a dream, so he knew this must be a curse. 
Exhausted, and still hungover from the night before, he collapsed and mercifully, all went black. 


Nikki grunted as he cracked his eyelids open yet again, a man's face filling his vision. The man's lips moved, but 
Nikki couldn't understand anything he was saying. "It's me, it's Nikki," Nikki whispered through his parched lips, 


before his head rolled back and he went unconscious again. 


The shock of freezing cold water in his face brought him fully to. "Ahhhh!" Nikki sat straight up, his arms 
swinging wildly as his fists tried to connect with someone. In disbelief, he looked at his fists. They were tiny, his 
knuckles hairless. Tilting his chin down, he could see soft mounds that had never been there before, and bare, 
shapely legs sticking out from his boxers. He was laying on someone's couch in a living room that seemed 


somewhat familiar, but Nikki was so discombobulated that it took him a moment to comprehend where he'd 


found himself. 


"| gotta say, kid, the new look could use some work" Nikki's head snapped around to see an amused looking 


Blackie Lawless looming over him from over the edge of the couch. 
Oh, right. Blackie's apartment wasn't far from their place near the Whiskey. 
"Jesus," sputtered Nikki, as he wiped water from his face. 


"Not quite." Blackie sat the plastic cup he was holding on the coffee table as he walked around the couch to 
face Nikki. "Start talking. How the hell did this happen to you, Farmer Frankie?" 


Nikki bristled at the nickname; no matter what, Blackie knew how to get at him. The whole time they'd played 
together, Blackie had called him a farmboy, called him a wannabe, mocked him for his drug habit. Even now, on 


the worst fucking day of Nikki's life, Blackie couldn't cut him a break 


"| don't know," Nikki gritted out from between his teeth. "I woke up like this. Hey, how did you recognize me?" 
His eyes went wide. "Vince and Tommy threw me out." Admitting that was like stabbing himself in the heart. 
Nikki felt like crying all over again. 


Blackie grabbed him by the forearm. "Tattoos," he said, indicating the bleeding rose and the evening moon with 
the bat. "| went with you and Lita when you picked out those things. No way two people have identical, shitty 


taste in tattoos." He released Nikki's arm and then sat down on the couch next to him. 


Nikki had to bite back a scathing retort. As much as it hurt to admit it, right this moment Blackie was the 
only person in the world who believed that he was who he said he was. Nikki literally was left with the clothes 


on his back. He didn't even have his bass guitar, and he carried that thing with him everywhere! 
"You gotta help me, Blackie," he said. "I feel like I'm going crazy.. Vince and Tommy didn't believe it was me." 


Blackie regarded him for a long moment, his blue eyes cold and cutting. Nikki fought to keep from cringing. 
Blackie had this way of looking at you that told you he thought you were a talentless, no-good junkie. He could 
be cold beyond belief. "I'm not doing a damn thing for you," Blackie told him, and Nikki actually felt his heart 


break. "You're on coke and probably pills, and | won't have you in my apartment like this." 


"Where am | supposed to go?" demanded Nikki, and he shoved at Blackie with his tiny, ineffectual female arms. 
"Huh? Tell me, Blackie! You son of a bitch! You gonna throw me out to the wolves like this?" 


"No," Blackie said, and something in his eyes made Nikki's broken heart skip a beat. "I'm gonna straighten you 
out first, then we'll fix this." And with that, he stood up, grabbed Nikki by the arm, and hauled him over his 


shoulder. 


Nikki kicked and yelled and scratched, but Blackie was a big motherfucker -- six and a half feet tall, and in his 
normal body Nikki was no match for him. His smaller, lighter female body, which was exhausted and starving, 
was no more than a nuisance. Blackie carried him down the hall, then into the bathroom. Nikki grasped at the 
doorframe, trying to hold on, but Blackie bodily forced him into the bathroom, sat him in the tub, and snarled, 
"Stay there." Then he walked out into the hallway, shut the door, and Nikki heard the sound of the door being 
locked from the outside. In a flash, Nikki flung himself against the door, hammering his fists against it like a 


madman. 
"Let me out! What are you doing to me?!" 


"You're gonna get that shit out of your system," Blackie told him through the door. "When you calm down, lll 
feed you." 


"Blackie, goddamn youl" Nikki hammered at the door till his fists could take no more, then he kicked at it with 
his surprisingly strong legs. The door held firm. He got the idea to try to climb out the window. The window 

opened, but was much too narrow for him to fit through. Standing on the edge of the tub, he could see out 
into an alleyway behind Blackie's building. He began to yell, trying to get someone's attention, pleading for the 

cops. Almost immediately, music blasted through the door; Blackie had hooked up his guitar and an amp, and 

was playing in the hallway to drown out Nikki's cries. Nikki kept it up as long as his voice held out, but it was 
hopeless. Even if anyone passed by, they couldn't hear him over the guitar. 


Finally, he dragged himself to the sink and drank, soothing his raw throat. He was starting to crash from the 
cocaine. His hands shook; whether from withdrawals or sheer exhaustion, he wasn't sure. He found a towel in 
the cabinet and curled up on the bathmat, willing himself to rest. M sleep for just a bit, Nikki told himself. Just 
until Blackie gives up playing the guitar. Then HM! yell again and someone'l call the cops. 


When he woke up next, it was dark outside. There was a plate of spaghetti on the floor next to him; it was 
cold, but he hadn't eaten well in days, so Nikki gobbled it down. Fuck, he could really use some coke right now. 


He banged on the door and wailed, "Blackie, you're killing me!" 
"You can't die from coke withdrawals, Frankie." 


"Hts AKKI" Outraged, Nikki kicked at the door till the wood began to crack. It was too heavy for him to kick 
down, but he felt a bit better. Exhausted again, he fell back asleep. He woke up crying, overwhelmed by a 
dream about Vince and Tommy that he couldn't remember clearly. He missed his shitty house and his bass. 
He'd never felt so alone and empty in all his life. Was anyone even looking for him? Did anyone care that Nikki 
Sixx had vanished in the middle of the night? He wondered if his mother would report him missing. Maybe 
Blackie would leave him locked in here till he died. Did he even care anymore if he died? How could he live like 


this? 


Finally, Nikki picked himself up off the floor and ran a bath. He hadn't really bathed well in a few days, and his 
hair was matted and dirty. The clothes he was wearing were stained from rolling in the grass outside his 
house, and he smelled rank. Fascinated, he examined his new body as he undressed. His breasts were large and, 
honestly, beautiful. He admired them in the mirror, making them bounce a bit this way and that. His face was 
more delicately featured, and not a hint of facial hair remained. His eyes were the same color and his hair was 
no different, although his real color was starting to show at the roots. He climbed in Blackie's bath and soaped 
up, and, to be contrary, used Blackie's razor to shave under his arms. Jake that, fucker. He couldn't bear to 
put his filthy clothes back on, so Nikki wrapped himself in the towel and nodded off, propped up against the 


bathroom wall. 


When he woke back up, he found another plate (this one with eggs and toast) plus a clean shirt that must be 
Blackie's. Nikki put it on; Blackie was so much taller than him that it looked like a short dress. It was dark again 
outside, but Nikki wasn’t sure how long he'd been locked in Blackie's bathroom. Two days? He'd slept so much it 
could've been a week, for all he knew. Again, he wondered if anyone was out looking for him. Surely Tommy, 
Vince, and Mick missed him by now? 


Chapter Three 


While Nikki was busy sobering up in the bathroom, Blackie was by no means idle. He'd woken up that morning to 
go on a ride on his motorcycle, only to find a girl passed out in his driveway. This was not that unique of a 
sight, but was more the Crue's thing than Blackie's. He'd rolled her over on her back and tapped her on her 
cheeks to try to wake her up; she'd mumbled, "It's me, it's Nikki" and then her eyes rolled back in her head and 


she passed out again That's when Blackie had noticed the distinctive tattoos on her arm. 


He'd been shocked, yes, but Blackie knew there were things in heaven and here on Earth that were difficult or 
impossible to explain by normal means. First things first, getting Nikki inside his apartment. Just as Blackie 
started to swing Nikki over his shoulder, one of the old biddies who lived down the street happened to walk by 
on her morning stroll. She gaped at the sight of Blackie in his motorcycle leathers, with an unconscious girl 
over his shoulder who was wearing a man's t-shirt and boxers that didn't leave much to the imagination. "The 
hell you lookin’ at, lady?" Blackie snapped at her, and the old biddy trotted off as quickly as she could. He 


cursed under his breath as he carried Nikki inside and tossed him on his couch. 


Later, after he locked Nikki in the bathroom, Blackie started to worry that a nosey neighbor might call the 
cops on him. The neighborhood biddies already thought he was a vampire and a Satanist, and the last thing he 
needed was to explain to the cops why he was keeping a pissed-off girl locked in his bathroom. He decided to 
take his chances. Blackie only had it in him to put up with one self-destructive addict at a time, and right now, 
that position was taken by his guitarist, Chris. He wasn't having Nikki doing lines of coke in his fucking 
apartment. If Nikki wanted his help, and god knew Nikki needed it, he needed to straighten out. 


Once Nikki fell asleep in the bathroom, Blackie tried to figure out what to do about Nikki's.. predicament. He 
couldn't exactly go to the local library and ask for a book about turning a chick back into a dude. Instead, 
Blackie called up his grandmother and asked her if her people, the Blackfoot, knew anything about these kinds of 
things. God, he loved his grandmother. She was so practical and didn't even question why Blackie was asking her 
about something so crazy. Regrettully, she had never heard of this kind of thing, but she promised to ask 
some of the elders and get back to him. 


Blackie checked on Nikki, and found him asleep on the bathmat, still in female form, still with big dark circles 
under his eyes. A shame, because if he got clean, rested, and dressed up, Nikki would make a fine-looking 
woman. Right now, he still looked like a coke whore, and not even one of the ones who drove around in a Jaguar 
paid for by daddy. Nikki looked like a coke whore who was a couple mistakes away from giving handjobs on Skid 
Row. 


Nikki had always talked like he didn't have a living relative in the world who gave a damn about him, so the only 
other thing Blackie could think of was to contact the other guys in Nikki's band. He wasn't that fond of any of 
them -- well, Mick seemed all right, ugly as sin, but not a big-mouthed drama queen like Tommy or Vince -- 
but he'd partied at their ratty house a couple of times, and knew they lived nearby. Perhaps Nikki, in a panic, 
had run to Blackie's place seeking help. Good thing he did, as he wouldn't have survived another day on his own. 


Blackie fired up his motorcycle and rode over to find the door flapping in the breeze, and not a sign of life 
inside. He tried to remember if the Crue were supposed to play at the Whisky tonight. What were they gonna 
do, give Nikki's bass to Vince and tell him to wing it? It wouldn't matter much anyway, Blackie told himself. It 
wasn't like Nikki could play worth a damn. 


On a hunch, he headed over to the Rainbow, and sure enough, he spotted Tommy's skinny beanpole figure in 
the crowd, with Vince's bleached blond head following close behind. Blackie thought for a minute about what to 
say to them, and decided that a direct approach was best. 


"Tommy, | know where Nikki is," Blackie said as he marched right up to them. 

"What, really?" Tommy seemed excited while Vince seemed more annoyed. 

Blackie took a deep breath. "I'm keeping him locked in my bathroom. Also, he's a girl and not a guy." 
Tommy's face twisted with anger. "What the fuck is wrong with youl” 


Vince cut in. "Don't listen to him, Tommy," he said. "Lizzie said he lies about everything. He's just fucking with 


us. 


Fucking Lizzie Grey! Blackie growled. "I'm not fuckin with you. Nikki pissed off someone who knows some bad 
juju, and he's stuck as a girl. 've got him in my bathroom, and | can take you to him right now." 


Tommy grabbed him by the shirt. "Fuck you, Lawless! You know, Nikki thinks you're one of his friends! When he 
shows back up, I'm gonna tell him about this sick joke you're trying to play on us." With that, he gave Blackie a 


shove, and he and Vince stormed off. 


Blackie was so pissed that he was shaking, but picking a fight with Tommy and Vince wouldn't do anyone any 
good. Well, it'd mostly be a fight with Tommy -- Vince would talk shit and then run behind Tommy and let him 
do the fighting. But Blackie had a policy of never getting into fights over girls, and right now, Nikki Sixx belonged 
(more or less) to that category. He could see how the whole thing sounded kinda insane, but Blackie had hoped 
that if he could just get Tommy and Vince to talk to Nikki, that they'd see the light. Blackie resolved to go 


looking for Mick Mars tomorrow. Maybe Mick would listen to reason 


A couple of girls made eyes at him, and Blackie was sorely tempted to take one of them home with him, but 
that would just be too much hassle with his little "house guest" right now. What was he going to tell the girl, 
whatever you do, don't go in the bathroom? Groaning, he left the Rainbow alone and rode back to his apartment. 


Chapter Four 


The sound of the deadbolt sliding open startled Nikki so much that he jumped a foot into the air like a cat. The 


door swung open, and Blackie Lawless filled the frame. 


He coolly looked Nikki over, then turned and walked off down the hallway. Nikki tip-toed after him as Blackie 


unlocked the front door and swung it wide open, as well. 
"What are you doing?" 
"You're free to go," Blackie said. He threw himself onto his couch and rested his boots on the coffee table. 


If he'd punched Nikki in the face and yelled ‘Pop goes the weasell', he could hardly have astonished Nikki more. 
"Wh-wh-you mean that's it?" stammered Nikki. 


"Most of that shit is out of your system by now, so yeah. You got a clear head. If you want to walk, walk. It's 
a free country.” Blackie grabbed his remote and began flipping through the TV channels like it was any regular 


day and they were having a conversation about the weather. 


Nikki sputtered with anger. "You lock me in your house, put me through withdrawals, and then you tell me l'm 


free to go? After all that!" 


Blackie scoffed. "Don't be so dramatic. Coke withdrawals are mostly in your head, kid. Its been two days, you 
can stay off that shit if you want to. Or you can walk your pretty little ass down to Skid Row and suck and 
fuck your way to a free line of coke if you feel like it. That's probably the only way you'll score anything, 
considering you ain't got a dime to your name and nobody but me believes you are who you say you are." He 


settled on a cartoon channel. The roadrunner was sticking his tongue out at Wile E. Coyote. 
"Or?" Nikki hazarded. 


Blackie glanced over at him, and a ghost of a smile passed over his lips. "Or you can stay here and enjoy my 


hospitality.” 
Nikki crossed his arms over his (ample) chest. "I don't want to stay here, | want my life back" 
"I talked to your band last night," Blackie said. 


Nikki dove in front of the TV, both hands on the coffee table as he got up in Blackie's face. "You did?! What did 
you tell them?" 


"They didn't believe a word | had to say." Blackie shrugged. "I guess | can't blame them. It sounds crazy. | did 


some research, and | came up with nothin. Whoever did this to you, there's no way to track them down or 


reverse it that | know of. You should think seriously about the possibility that you might be like this for the 


rest of your life." 


Nikki's face crumpled, and his legs folded under him, sending him toppling to the floor. "I can't live like this, 
Blackie," he moaned, pulling at his hair. "| can't. Everything's different. Vince and Tommy don't know who | am. | 


might as well not live if | can't play music.” 


Blackie swung his feet down off the coffee table and stood up. At his full height, he towered over Nikki, who 
was in a heap on the floor. Nikki peered up at him through teary eyes, and trembled a little. Kneeling a bit, 
Blackie caught Nikki by his wrists and held them up, lifting Nikki bodily off the floor. "What do you mean, you 
can't play music?" He shook Nikki gently. "You still have two hands, don't ya? You can play bass. You got two 
legs to stand on. Two eyes to see with. Hell, you still got that smart fucking mouth of yours." 


Nikki swallowed hard. He'd thought his life was over if he couldn't play music. He looked at his own hands, and 
though they were smaller and more delicate than his old ones, they were still calloused from playing. They 
were still his hands. He got his feet under him, but Blackie didn't release his grip on Nikki's wrists. 


Blackie took a step closer to him. Nikki lifted his gaze from his captured wrists up into Blackie's eyes. "I don't 
want to hear any more talk about how your life is over," Blackie told him. 


Nikki nodded, and then, slowly, as though just realizing he'd been holding on so tight, Blackie slackened his grip so 
Nikki could pull free. Inhaling deeply, Blackie scratched at his unruly mane of dark hair. "I'm gonna try to track 
down Mick Mars today," Blackie said. "Last ditch effort. In the meantime, you can stay here. I'm not gonna lock 


you in anymore, but if you bring any junk into my home, you'll be out on your ass. Got it?" 


"Where will | sleep?" There was only one bedroom in Blackie's apartment, and no way in hell was Nikki sharing a 


bed with him. 


"What, you too good for the couch, Frankie?" Blackie chuckled at the rage in Nikki's eyes. "You are so much 


cuter when you're angry. Now more than ever." 
"Ah, fuck you," snapped Nikki. 


"Don't give me any ideas." Blackie eyed him with obvious evil intent, and Nikki actually turned pink Blackie looked 
him up and down, apparently just noticing that Nikki was wearing Blackie's shirt and nothing else. "I need to find 
you something to wear." 


Nikki plucked at the hem of the shirt, trying to pull it down a little further over his ass. "I don't even have any 
underwear to put on," he said miserably. To his horror, Blackie tossed himself back down on the couch, dug 


around in the cushions, and plucked out a black lace thong and shot it at Nikki like a slingshot. 


“There you go!" 


‘| am not wearing someone's fucked-in panties!" Nikki flung the panties back at Blackie with all the force he 
could muster, which wasn't much. Blackie threw his head back in a peal of laughter. 


Chapter Five 


"I think we should go get you some clothes right now," Blackie said out of the blue, as they sat at the tiny 


table in his kitchen alcove, eating boxes of sushi called bento. 


Nikki popped some sushi into his mouth with his fingers, his chopsticks laying untouched in their wrapper 
beside his plate. "Huh? Why right now?" He was enjoying being freshly showered and eating at an actual table 
for the first time in maybe a few months. 


"Because I've been talking to your perky nipples for the last hour, Sixx." 


On reflex, Nikki looked down his own top (well, Blackie's top, currently on loan). "Was that what you were looking 
at? | thought it was just your lazy eye." 


"Ha. Ha." Blackie's upper lip curled in a sneer. "We gotta get a bra on those things before all the blood drains 
out of my brain" With that, he stuck their plates in the sink, then disappeared into his bedroom for several 
minutes. Nikki considered the grim possibility that Blackie was assembling an outfit for him out of his bizarro 
stage costumes. He knew for a fact that Blackie owned several pairs of assless chaps in a size that would 


never fit Nikki. 


Blackie emerged holding a belt in one hand and a long scarf in the other. "Stand up," he told Nikki, and for a 
moment Nikki thought that one weird, erotic dream he'd had back in his days in London was about to come 
true. Instead, Blackie tied the scarf around Nikki's waist to make a sarong, then tied the whole thing securely 


with the belt. Nikki looked like a hot mess, but at least he didn't look naked and homeless. 

| don't have any shoes that'll fit you, so you'll have to be careful not to burn your feet,” Blackie told him. 
"Burn my feet on what?" Nikki's brow quirked in dismay. 

"The pipes on my motorcycle." 


Blackie's motorcycle! Nikki was about to swoon with excitement. Blackie had never let him touch that thing. Hell, 
he hadn't let Nikki breathe on it. Nikki's mouth began watering. He was getting a ride on Blackie's motorcycle! 


He followed Blackie out to the garage and watched as Blackie wheeled the motorcycle out to the driveway. For 
the first time in his life, Nikki was in the position of riding passenger on a motorcycle. He had to fiddle with the 
sarong, finally hitching it up while praying that Blackie wasn't getting an eyeful in his mirror, just to straddle 
the bike. Once mounted, Nikki wiggled in a little, trying to gauge whether he should cling to Blackie, or try to 
play it cool and sit back. Any intentions of playing it cool evaporated as soon as Blackie took off at breakneck 
speed. Nikki let out an embarrassing squeak as he clung to Blackie like a barnacle. Then, for a magical few 


minutes, Nikki was soaring with the wind, wild and free, under the bright California sun. His soul sang. 


They pulled up to a little boutique on a side of town that looked way too nice for them to be in. "Ils this the 
right place?" Nikki asked as soon as Blackie killed the engine. Dismounting the motorcycle was as much of a 
production as mounting it, and this time Nikki was pretty sure Blackie got a look at the goods as he helped Nikki 


down. 
"| got some friends in high places," Blackie assured him as they walked inside. "Just don't talk too much." 


A gorgeous blonde approached them, a huge and, mostly unusually, genuine smile on her face. "Steve, it's so 


good to see you," she said, hopping up on her tip-toes to kiss Blackie's cheek. 
"Steve?" muttered Nikki, looking askance at Blackie. 


"Candy, this is Nikki." Blackie let his sunglasses slide down his nose so he could peep at Candy over the rim. 


"Nikki is on her way up from rock bottom. You know what | mean, Candy?" 
Candy gasped. "Poor dear!" 


"Yeah, so could you please help hi-uh, her out and find her some clothes?" Blackie's voice dropped to its lowest 
register. "You're the only person | trust with this." 


"Don't worry, we'll get her all taken care of" Candy put a welcoming arm around Nikki and led him away from 
Blackie, who took a seat on the loveseat in the front of the boutique. "Any friend of Steve's is a friend of 


mine.” 


How does Blackie even know this lady? Nikki wondered in bewilderment. She was way too polished and genuine 
and.. nice to be friends with Blackie Lawless. The vibe between them didn't seem like that of ex-lovers, either. 


The hell kind of secrets was Blackie keeping? 
Candy led him to racks upon racks of clothes. "So tell me about your personal style, Nikki." 


"Uh." Nikki, who could talk up a storm about the exact shade of eye shadow he was about to smudge messily 
around on his eyelids, was at a loss for words. Finally he got out, "I like, uh, Joan Jett. The rocker look. 
Pentagrams and stuff." 


Candy nodded along as though she heard this all the time. "We'll start with some undergarments and work our 
way out, okay?" 


Nikki silently accepted the bra and panties Candy put into his arms. His knowledge of such things began and 
ended with how easy they were to take off chicks he wanted to bang, so he went along with Candy's 
professional judgment on his size or whatever. Candy found him a pair of black jeans with metal studs that 
went down the outside seams, plus a couple shirts and a lace top that looked really sexy. Nikki wasn't sure 
when he'd ever wear such a thing but he was so overwhelmed by that point that he put it into the pile of 
stuff. He thought Candy was going to cry when she noticed that Nikki didn't even have shoes on his feet. She 


found a pair of leather boots in his size, and soon Nikki found himself in front of a mirror in the back, wearing 
his new jeans and zipping up his new boots. Candy clapped her hands when he beheld his new self in the mirror. 


"So Joan Jett!" 


Nikki had to admit he looked fucking good. At least he'd improved on the hobo ‘random stuff from Blackie's 
closet aesthetic he'd been wearing when he walked in this place. “Thank you so much," he told Candy. "l, uh, | 


was lost without you.” 


Candy kissed Nikki on the cheek. "It was my pleasure to help." She packed Nikki's things into a bag and handed 
them over, then walked Nikki back up to the front where Blackie was waiting. Candy gave Blackie a hug and a 
goodbye, and before Nikki knew it, they were getting back on his motorcycle. 


"You didn't pay for the stuff?" Nikki asked, 


Blackie straddled the motorcycle and revved the engine. "Nosey little shit. If you must know, Candy and | have 
known each other a long time. | tried to help someone she cared a lot about. He was beyond saving, but she 


said if | ever needed her, she'd be there for me. Now get on before | leave you behind." 


Nikki hopped on, hanging on for dear life as they rocketed down the road. He hadn't ever imagined Blackie as the 
sort of person who'd ever tried to help someone out of the goodness of his heart, before. Blackie seemed like 
he was at war with the world. But he hadn't imagined Blackie could be friends with someone like Candy, and he 


was proven wrong, so Nikki resolved to reevaluate some of his assumptions. 


Chapter Six 


Blackie and Nikki were making good time back towards Sunset Blvd when Nikki spotted something out of the 


corner of his eye. 
"Holy shit!" he screamed in Blackie's ear. "That's him! That's Mick! Speed up, he's right there!" 


Blackie cursed under his breath. Nikki was bouncing up and down like a maniac, which not only made his Harley 
more difficult to control, but made Nikki's tits rub up against Blackie's back Sure enough, not even twenty feet 
ahead of them in the right-hand lane was Mick Mars, sitting on his own bike with his 89-lb girlfriend hanging 
onto the back. Blackie gunned the engine so as to catch up to them. 


As soon as they pulled up alongside Mick, Nikki began waving his skinny arms like a crazy person. “Mick! MICK! 
ls me, NKKI" he screamed over the roar of both engines. 


Mick glanced over at them and seemed to recognize Blackie. He shot Nikki a look of pure bafflement. Mick's tiny 
girlfriend shot Nikki a look that seemed to say "Imma kill this bitch tryin’ to talk to my man 


Tears filled Nikki's eyes, and they weren't all caused by the wind. If Mick didn't believe him, what hope did he 
have? In desperation, he tried yanking up the sleeve of his shirt to show Mick his tattoos, the one thing that 
had proven to Blackie that he was who he claimed to be. But Mick pulled off to the right, thundering down the 
exit to the Pacific Coast Highway, while his girlfriend flipped Nikki the bird from over her shoulder. 


Blackie pulled over in a gas station parking lot, put the kickstand down, and turned to yell at Nikki for acting like 
an idiot. But the look of misery on Nikki's face was so profound that, for once, even Blackie didn't have it in his 
black heart to cuss him out for being a dumb kid. Nikki looked like he'd lost his last friend in the world, and 
maybe he had. "He looked right at me and he didn't know me," Nikki said softly. "I even showed him my tattoos." 
He sounded like he was trying not to cry. "Whoever did this to me, they must've hated me real bad to curse 
me like this." 


Blackie sighed. "You and me both need a drink C'mon. Let's go home." As they pulled out of the parking lot, Nikki 
held on tight and rested his face against Blackie's back, and didn't move till they pulled into Blackie's driveway. 


Nikki threw himself onto the couch. Blackie went into the kitchen, and reappeared moments later holding a 
bottle of liquor and two glasses. He handed one to Nikki, then reached over, picked up Nikki's feet and lifted 


them up so he could sit down. Instead of moving his feet off the couch like a normal person, Nikki simply 
plunked them down into Blackie's lap. They sat like that for some minutes, drinking in silence. 


Nikki said, "| can't have the tiniest bump of coke, but you'll drink this shit?" 


‘Its not the same thing," growled Blackie. He was drinking his liquor slow and easy. 


Nikki held out his empty glass, and Blackie obligingly filled it up. 


Nikki wondered if Blackie had ever even smoked weed. He'd seen Blackie get kind of buzzed on beer, but never 
really stumbling, falling down drunk. Not like how Nikki liked to get fucked up. Maybe it was because Blackie was 
so big. It must take a lot of alcohol to get him wasted. Nikki thought about all the parties he was missing with 
the guys, thought about Mick riding along the PCH with his girlfriend. Maybe they were going to the beach, or 
maybe they were going somewhere to fuck. Make love. Whatever they called it. Itd been so long since Nikki had 
had a real girlfriend that he couldn't remember what itd felt like to be really intimate with someone. He'd 
cheated on or dumped every girlfriend he'd ever had. Nikki thought about those girls, and the endless parade 
of nameless, interchangeable groupies he'd met at the Rainbow, the Whisky, and dive bars all around Southern 
California. He'd really been there and done that. Maybe he'd hurt someone really bad, someone who'd put this 


curse on him to ruin his life. He'd hurt a lot of people, so maybe he deserved it. 


"Be quiet, Frankie," Blackie said, and Nikki realized he'd been rambling out loud. "Fuck, you're a cheap date. Sloppy 
drunk already.” 


"M not sloppy drunk," protested Nikki. "And it's Mkki' But when he stood up to go to the bathroom, he swayed 
a little on his feet. He made it down the hall, and after washing up, drank some water out of the tap to wash 
the whisky taste from his mouth. 


Blackie, meanwhile, was feeling peaceful on his couch by himself. After about twenty minutes, he realized Nikki 
hadn't returned from the bathroom. He got up to check that Nikki hadn't passed out and fallen into the tub to 
drown like poor Billy Murcia years ago. He found the bathroom empty, and on a hunch, opened the door to his 
bedroom to find Nikki laying face-down on his bed. 


"Fuck." Blackie was half-tempted to either drag Nikki to the couch (too much work right now) or push him over 
so he could lay down, too. That idea sounded great, but he was just sober enough to know that sleeping beside 
a beautiful, drunk, half-naked (Nikki had managed to get out of his jeans, and was wearing just his shirt and 
some panties) woman was a recipe for disaster. Blackie lurked in the door frame for a couple minutes before 
deciding to go sleep on his couch, just this once. He gave Nikki's bare legs a lingering, longing look, and said, "If 


you puke in my bed, your ass is out of here, Sixx." 
Nikki grunted in response. 


A rumbling noise like approaching thunder woke Nikki from his dreams. Smacking his lips, he sat up and did a 
double-take when he realized he was in Blackie's bedroom. Much to his relief, he'd slept alone. Blackie's bedroom 
looked about like what he'd expected; the walls were covered in weird paintings of druids and dragons and shit, 
and his bed had red and black sheets and blankets. A huge Communist flag was tacked up on the ceiling directly 
over Nikki's head. He was kind of surprised that Blackie didn't sleep in a coffin 


Sunlight was pouring through the window. Blackie had said something yesterday about having band practice 
today, so Nikki assumed he was already gone. Not bothering to put his jeans back on, he padded to the kitchen, 
poured a glass of water to calm the headache last night's whisky had left him as a parting shot, and then 


walked into the living room to watch some TV. 


Nikki walked in on Blackie, and several members of Blackie's band, sitting on the couch and on the living room 


floor, working on writing music. Four pairs of eyes fixed on him. 


Frozen in surprise, Nikki did the only thing he could think to do: he turned on his heel and ran right back into 


Blackie's bedroom, slamming the door behind him. 

The door slamming seemed to break the spell over the four members of WASP. Randy started laughing, 
followed by Tony, and even Blackie chuckled darkly. Chris Holmes stared after Nikki as though trying to will the 
pretty girl with the great legs to walk back in, his wild eyes were positively feral 

"Whoa, you let a girl spend the night? Getting soft in your old age, huh?" Randy ribbed Blackie. 


"She's cute, looks like the lost member of the Runaways," laughed Tony Richards. 


Blackie actually considered telling them the truth, but disaster after disaster with the Crue persuaded him 
otherwise. It wouldn't hurt anyone to think that Nikki was some chick he'd picked up somewhere. "Not just 
tonight," Blackie told the guys. "l'm letting her stay here." 


Tony and Randy gasped in mock horror. "Holy shit. Does Blackie Lawless have a live-in girlfriend?" Randy could 
barely contain himself. “Every groupie in LA. will be in mourning once word gets around that a chick has taken 


Blackie Lawless off the market." 


Blackie rolled his eyes. "She's the worst girlfriend ever. She can't cook, won't clean, and she has never, not once, 


sucked my cock" 


"Oh my god, and you moved her in with you?" asked Tony. "You're in love." 


Chapter Seven 


Nikki hid in Blackie's bedroom until he heard the revving of their motorcycle engines as Blackie and his 
bandmates prepared to leave. He didn't have the words to express why he hid in the bedroom, sitting with his 
back to the door, his knees drawn up to his chest. He'd met all of Blackie's bandmates before; he didn't know 
any of them all that well, had never gone out of his way to befriend any of them. But their eyes on him had 
filled him with a peculiar sense of shame. Nikki wondered why -- he and the Crue had walked in on one another 
with some girl on many occasions, and Nikki and his bandmates had laughed and pointed fingers and teased the 
girls. But this time, he was the girl who was too shy to speak up for herself, he was the girl everyone 
assumed Blackie was nailing. He'd never cared about how the girls had felt before; being on this side of things 


was a forced change of perspective. 


After WASP. had departed for parts unknown, Nikki got up and began exploring Blackie's apartment. Nikki's 
misspent youth living with strippers and lowlifes and sleeping on dirty mattresses and couches with cigarette 
holes burned into them had left him with a skewed perception of normal, so by his standards, Blackie's neat 
little apartment was a palace. Nikki was perturbed to find that Blackie was too smart for him -- he'd gone and 
put locks on everything that Nikki could possibly have carried off and hocked for money to buy coke or speed. 
He dug around in some drawers and did find a large, studded leather dog collar, which was weird because Nikki 
didn't think Blackie had ever owned a dog. For fun, he tried the dog collar on and found it fit his neck perfectly, 


so he decided to wear it. Finders, keepers. 


Blackie didn't lock the fridge, and Nikki was able to assemble a magnificent sandwich for himself. After eating, 
Nikki decided to go explore the neighborhood a little bit. He didn't have any money so no need for a wallet or 
keys; he left the front door unlocked and wandered back towards his own neighborhood. Maybe | should go back 
fo my house, thought Nikki. If the Crue were there, he could at least see Tommy and Vince and know they 
were all right. But as he walked he spotted a hastily-made poster nailed to a fence post. Nikki found his own, 


masculine, face staring back at him from the poster. 


MISSING! NIKKI SIXX since TUESDAY NIGHT! Call if you have any information on his whereabouts! in Tommy's 
handwriting with a phone number underneath. Nikki swallowed at the lump in his throat. Right now, he didn't 
think he had it in him to face any of the Crue, not when they wouldn't know him. It was too painful. 


By the time he made it back to Blackie's apartment, it was evening. Nikki took a shower and tried shaving his 
legs. He only cut himself a little, sticking white tuffs of tissue on the scrapes to stop the bleeding. He lay down 
on the couch to watch TV, and ended up falling asleep. 


The door slamming shut woke Nikki. He poked his head over the edge of the couch to see Blackie's silhouette, 
followed by a smaller silhouette that tottered into the apartment on high heels. Blackie had brought a chick 
back to the apartment! Just then, the chick happened to glance into the living room and their eyes met. Nikki 
ducked his head back under, but he knew for a fact that he'd been spotted. 


He could hear Blackie and the chick speaking in low, indistinct voices in the bedroom. Nikki lay as still as possible, 


unsure of what to do. Maybe he should go for another walk? Let her and Blackie do whatever they wanted to 
do in peace. He could walk to the Whisky from here, probably score a free drink if he played his cards right. 
Before he could make up his mind, he heard those high heels coming down the hallway, and then the chick knelt 


down beside the couch. In the darkness, he could only make out the sheen of her eyes, and smell her perfume. 


"Honey," she said softly, and Nikki felt her take his hand in hers. "Honey, are you okay? Does Blackie hurt you, 


or make you stay with him? You can tell me." 


Nikki was thunderstruck. This chick must've thought Blackie was keeping him here as a love slave or something. 
He did lock me in his bathroom, he thought, but decided not to terrify the girl with that. "No, no, | swear," Nikki 


whispered. "I'm not a prisoner or anything. Blackie's never touched me." 


The girl stroked his hand reassuringly. "Okay. Listen, if you ever need a place to stay, you come to the Key 
Club and ask for Julia. You got that?" 


Nikki vaguely remembered a girl named Julia who worked at the Key Club. She had an obvious crush on Vince, 
or maybe it was Tommy. Either way, she wasn't Nikki's type, so he'd never paid her any mind. And here she 


was, comforting him even though he was a perfect stranger to her. "I got it," he said. 


Julia gave him one last pat on the hand, then she grabbed her purse and left the apartment. Nikki lay still for 
some minutes, then something (he couldn't say what) possessed him to get up and go knock on Blackie's 
bedroom door. Blackie answered, bracing himself on one arm against the door frame, shirtless and looking a 
little pissed and wound up. Nikki opened his mouth, but he wasn't sure what to say. Sorry for being such a 
cockblock? 


"Don't," rasped Blackie. "It's fine. H's done. Go to sleep." His eyes narrowed. "Unless you want to sleep with me?" 


At the look on Nikki's face, Blackie snorted softly. "Not ready to find out if that multiple orgasm thing is true 


or not, huh. Live a little, Frankie." The amusement in Blackie's voice had Nikki's ears going red hot. 


Blackie reached out and slid one finger under the edge of Nikki's new collar. His mouth fell open, and Nikki could 
see the tip of his tongue slide between his teeth. Instinctively, Nikki pulled back, freeing himself from Blackie's 
hold, then ran back to his couch. He laid down and tried to fall back asleep, but there was an odd feeling in the 
pit of his stomach, like he had a hollow place there. Nikki writhed in turmoil. He didn't understand what was 
happening to him, or what he wanted, or why. 


It had just been Blackie's finger touching his neck -- sliding under the edge of his collar -- and anyway, all 
kinds of people assumed Blackie was fucking him. Her. Whatever they thought. Blackie was sleeping in a bed that 
still smelled like Nikki. He could press his face to his pillow and breathe in the scent of Nikki's hair if he wanted. 
He was right down the hall, and he'd offered.. 


He must've dozed off, because he woke up suddenly, his body flushed and hot, one hand at the collar on his 


neck, the other cupping the place between his legs. He sat up, rubbed at the sweat on his brow, and watched 
the headlights from passing cars shining through the window overlooking the road. 


Chapter Eight 


Blackie got up and left around noon. Nikki lay on his couch, pretending to be asleep, until he heard Blackie roar 


off on his bike. He didn't want to talk to Blackie; he wasn't sure what to say. 


Blackie had left his bass guitar out, whether from forgetfulness or because he'd decided to trust Nikki. So Nikki 
spent most of the day practicing, and he started feeling like his old self again, in some small way. Just being 
able to hold a bass and play music soothed him. It was as though the universe was reassuring him that his 


life wasn't over. 


The sun was setting when Blackie returned home. Nikki was sitting on the couch, bass in his lap, when Blackie 
burst through the door. Blackie saw him, and one of his small smiles crossed his lips. Some people said that 
Blackie never smiled, but that wasn't true; you just had to look for them. "Get up, Frankie. Time to go." 


Nikki frowned. "It's Mikki And go where?" 


"The Whisky. Your band is playing there tonight, and seeing as how they're your reason for living, you should 
go see them." Blackie shrugged. "Listen to them, even" 


Nikki tucked a strand of dark hair behind one of his ears. "You think that's a good idea?" 
"Kid, since when have you cared whether something was a good idea or not? Get your ass up, get dressed" 


Getting ready for a night out was actually sort of fun. Nikki wore his studded jeans, of course, and rubbed 
some of Blackie's makeup on his face (all of Blackie's makeup was lifted from various ex-girlfriends, anyway). 
When he emerged from the bathroom, Blackie gave him a long look up and down. "Hold still," he muttered, 
reaching towards Nikki's face. Very gently, he rubbed at Nikki's eye makeup. Nikki held his breath, surprised at 


Blackie touching him and standing so near. 


"Much better." Blackie stepped back to admire his handiwork. Although he'd always had more than his fair 
share of good looks, the way he'd lived had taken a toll on Nikki. He truly looked refreshed after a couple days 
of sleep and decent meals. His skin glowed. By most people's standards, he made an attractive, possibly even 


beautiful, woman. 


They rode over to the Whisky to find the place packed to the rafters. The Crue were always a popular show 
and possibly some people had shown up to see what became of them since Nikki Sixx's mysterious 
disappearance. As they made their way into the Whisky, Nikki following in the wake made by Blackie, rumors 
swirled around them. Some said that Nikki had come to no good; others said that maybe he'd run off to avoid 
a paternity suit. It was bizarre to hear rumors of your own disappearance when you were standing right there. 


Nikki stuck as close to Blackie as a shadow. 


Randy and Chris from Blackie's band were also hanging out in the crowd. "Aw, Blackie brought that girl," Randy 


said, prodding at Chris with an elbow. "She's got him pussy-whipped already. 


Chris didn't say anything. He was chewing his fingernails to the nubs. He felt like he would die if Blackie's 
girlfriend looked his way; he felt like he would die if she didn’t look his way. He didn't even know her name, and 
he'd spent a sleepless night tossing and turning, thinking about her. Where had she come from? Why had 
Blackie gotten at her first? She made his blood run hot and he wanted to scream 


In the crowd, Blackie felt eyes burning into the back of his head. He glanced over his shoulder to see his 
guitarist Chris staring at them like a maniac. Ignoring both Chris and Randy, he returned his attention to Nikki. 
They'd pushed their way to the front by the stage and the Crue were about to play. Nikki was almost 


vibrating with excitement. On a hunch, Blackie hovered behind him, ready to intervene. 


The Crue took the stage, and Nikki's gasp of outrage was audible over the noise of the guitar feedback. "No, 
nol" Nikki's hands balled into fists. "Fuckin Lizzie Grey!" Sure enough, there stood Lizzie Grey, late of his and 
Nikki's band London, holding a bass. Blackie reached around and clasped his arms around Nikki, physically holding 
him back from charging the stage and beating Lizzie Grey to death with his own instrument. From the outside, 
Blackie and Nikki looked for all the world like a protective boyfriend holding his girlfriend. 


"He's got my bass." Nikki had never felt so betrayed in his adult life. 


The Crue launched into their songs, Lizzie rocking out on Nikki's bass guitar, in Nikki's band. Blackie could guess 
just what was going through Nikki's head, and most of it was murderous. 


After their set, as the Crue (plus Lizzie) left the stage, Tommy stood up from behind his drum kit and raised 
his sticks high, hailing the audience. The lights blinded him, but for a moment he looked Nikki directly in the 
eyes, and something seemed to pass between them. Tommy scratched at his head and stood as though stuck 
to the spot, until Vince called him from off-stage. 


Blackie finally felt it was safe to let Nikki go. A couple of groupies shot nasty looks Nikki's way; they'd been 
with Blackie, and this new girl, fresh meat, had shown up out of nowhere and clearly had Blackie wrapped 
around her finger. Nikki was oblivious; Blackie privately thought it was hilarious. 

"You want to stick around, see if we can talk to the Crue?" Blackie asked. 


"We do that, and | might snap and strangle Lizzie," said Nikki. "Son of a bitch!" 


Blackie shook his head, somewhere between amused and wanting to rub it in that he'd always been right about 
Lizzie Grey being a no-talent vulture. "Maybe later," he assured Nikki 


Chapter Nine 


Author's Notes: 
WARNNG for violence in this chapter. | apologize in advance if you're a Chris Holmes fan (also.. why??). 


Nikki didn't have it in him to go to the Crue's after party and watch Lizzie Grey fill the void left by Nikki Sixx, 
so he and Blackie headed home after the show. The trip was short by motorcycle, but Nikki still thrilled at the 
wind in his hair and the rumble of the engine between his legs. He only wished that the stars would come out 


and shine down on him and Blackie. 


Neither of them really felt like going to sleep right away, so Blackie got out his guitar and he and Nikki hung 
out on the couch and jammed. Fingering the bass, Nikki launched right into an old Sister song. 


"You still remember the chords for that one?" Blackie asked, arching a brow at him. 


"Yeah, of course," replied Nikki, a little smugly. It'd only been a couple years since his aborted run in Sister with 


Blackie. 
‘I'm surprised" Blackie took a swig of tequila. "You could barely play it two, three years ago." 


Nikki glowered at him through his messy dark bangs. "I've improved as a musician since then. Have you listened 
to the Crue? Heard how tight we sound? That's not all Tommy and Mick. A lot of thats me." Nikki wondered if 
Blackie was trying to pick a fight with him. Blackie had a low opinion of his (and, to be fair, practically everyone 


else's) musical ability, and had no problem throwing it in someone's face. 


Blackie sat the tequila down and played a little of "Sex Drive" on his guitar. After a minute, he cleared his 
throat and said, "It's good that you stand up for yourself." 


Nikki shot him a sharp look. "Stop being a dick," he snapped. 


"lm not dicking with you. l'm giving it to ya straight. When | met you, you were this yokel right off the farm, 
following me around, dying your hair like mine, dressing like me. Couldn't stay in rhythm. | thought, no way this 
kid is going anywhere. But you didn't take any shit, you formed your own band, got gigs. | can respect that, 


Frankie." 


Nikki looked down at his own fingers caressing the strings. He'd hero-worshipped Blackie when they first met. 
The guy had replaced Johnny Thunders in The Dolls, for god's sake. He seemed so much more worldly than 
anyone else, even though he was really only a couple years older than Nikki. Nikki didn't need Blackie's approval, 


but it'd stung when he'd kicked him out of Sister, and it was gratifying on some level to find that he'd earned 


some grudging respect. "You won't call me by my name," Nikki blurted out. "m not Farmer Frankie from Idaho 


anymore." 


Blackie sighed softly. Reaching forward, he brushed the bangs out of Nikki's eyes. "Still hiding behind your hair. 
Stop hiding, Nikki." 


Nikki blinked up at him with his big green eyes. His name sounded fucking wonderful coming from Blackie. 
Emotions he didn't want to examine too closely roiled within him, so to break the spell Nikki grabbed Blackie's 
bottle of tequila and took a sip. 


"I just drank out of that," groaned Blackie. He took the tequila from Nikki and took a sip himself. "There, we're 


even.” 


"The next thing to kissing,” said Nikki. He meant it as a joke, but a strange look crossed Blackie's face. Not 
anxious, exactly, more like a little unsure mixed with contemplation. Blackie was intimidating as hell even when 
he didn't mean to be. Nikki put his bass in his lap, holding it almost like a shield, and Blackie seemed to take that 


as his cue to leave. He stood up, stretched, and picked up his guitar. 


"Blackie." Nikki rested his chin on the couch's armrest. "What's going to happen now?" Considering that his band 
had replaced him, and there was no obvious way of fixing what had happened to him, it was a fair question 


Where did they go from here? 


"You're cheap to keep,” said Blackie as he put his guitar in its case. "You don't eat that much, so | figure you 
can stay here for now. We'll find you something to do. Another band." He shouldered his guitar and paused in 
the doorway. "Good night, Nikki." 


Nikki waited till he heard Blackie's bedroom door open and shut to throw himself on the couch and kick his feet 


in joy. At last, Blackie had accepted him as Nikki Sixx and as a musician. He fell asleep smiling. 


The next day, after lunch, Blackie informed him he had some errands to run and that he'd be back in an hour. 
Nikki was half-watching the TV while jotting down some ideas for song lyrics, when he heard the roar of a 
motorcycle pulling into the driveway. His first thought was that Blackie had come home early, but then came a 
knock at the door. Confused, Nikki stuck his pencil behind his ear and set his bass aside. 


He swung open the front door to find six feet plus of Chris Holmes staring down at him with his burning 
madman eyes. "Oh, hey," said Nikki, a little taken aback. "Blackie's not here right now." 


"| know," said Chris. "His bike's gone." 
"Oh" Nikki wasn't sure what was going on. "You want to leave a message for him?" 
Chris shook his head. He looked like he hadn't slept in a couple of days and he smelled like he'd spent that 


couple of days pickling his liver in hard liquor. "Okay," said Nikki, going to close the door. "I'll let Blackie know you 
came by --" 


Chris wedged his foot in the doorframe and knocked the door back open. Nikki jumped a full foot in the air. 
"What the fuck are you doing?" 


"| just wanna talk to you," Chris said, barging into Blackie's apartment. For every step back that Nikki took, 
Chris took one forward, crowding into Nikki's personal space. "I can't stop thinking about you," Chris went on. He 


reached out to touch Nikki's hair. 


"The feeling's not mutual," Nikki gritted out from between his teeth, smacking away Chris' hands. "Get the fuck 
out of here, Chris!" His heart pounded in his chest. 


"Don't yell at mel" Chris' red-rimmed eyes widened in fury. "lm tryin’ to talk to youl" 
"Blackie will be home any minute." It was the only threat Nikki could think of. 


Chris Holmes lunged at him. "I don't give a damn about that asshole --" Nikki grabbed his bass guitar and took 
a wild swing at Holmes. He missed, but when Chris grabbed at his shirt, Nikki swung again and clobbered him 
over the head with the bass. The instrument shattered on impact, and Chris screeched. 


The world was a blur as Chris hefted Nikki and flung him through the air. He hit the couch and the thing 
tipped over, sending Nikki crashing to the floor. Chris Holmes clambered over the tipped-over couch, reaching 
for Nikki. Frantically, Nikki clawed at his face with one hand, the other hand groping for anything he could use 


as a weapon. He snagged the phone cord and began hammering Holmes in the face with the receiver. 


"Don't do this!" pleaded Nikki as Chris' hands clamped around his neck. "It's me, its Nikki! You know mel" He was 
hitting Chris with everything he had, but Chris was almost a foot taller and at least a hundred pounds heavier 
than Nikki's female body. God, was this how he was going to die? At the hands of a crazed, drunken Chris 
Holmes? He writhed desperately. 


The twisted look on Chris' face turned into one of shock as a hand caught him by the hair and yanked him up 
and off Nikki's prone body. 


Nikki gasped in shock Blackie was screaming something at Chris, but Nikki's head was so full of static that he 
couldn't comprehend a word. Then Chris tackled Blackie and the two went crashing down the hall. Nikki crawled 


on his hands and feet, still hanging on to the phone receiver. 


Blackie and Chris crashed through the bathroom door; the hinges broke, and they went down in a wild heap of 
flailing fists and broken wood. "Stop it," called Nikki weakly as he made it to his feet. 


Blackie straddled Chris and was holding the toilets tank cover over his head, prepared to club Chris with it, 


when Nikki barked out, "I'm calling the cops!" He waved the phone receiver at them for good measure. 


Chris and Blackie both froze, their eyes fixed on Nikki 


With his free hand, Nikki grabbed at his bruised throat. "Get out," he told Chris. "Get out, before | have you 


arrested, you son of a bitch." 


Slowly, very slowly, Blackie stood up off Chris, still keeping a death-grip on the heavy tank cover in case the 
other man tried anything. Panting, Chris made it to his knees. He seemed a little more clear-headed now than 
before, as though the fight with Blackie had woken him from his crazed drunken stupor. He looked at the dark 


bruises blooming on Nikki's neck with slack-jawed horror. 


"Leave, Chris," Blackie rasped. He backed up through the bathroom door, keeping himself between Chris Holmes 
and Nikki. Head down, Chris walked past them down the hallway and out the front door that was waving in the 
breeze. Nikki didn't think he took a breath until he heard the sound of Chris revving his motorcycle and driving 
off. His hands were shaking so badly that he dropped the phone and it clattered to the ground. 


Blackie looked wrecked. Chris had hit him in the face, and split his lip open. His tongue flicked out and probed at 
the blood. He limped a little and he had scratches and splinters from going through the door. Nikki didn't look 
much better. Ugly bruises in the shape of Chris Holmes’ hands outraged his neck, and he was pretty sure he'd 
hit his head when Holmes threw him on the couch. Holmes had also torn his shirt half off him. Blackie and Nikki 
looked at each other, and hung their heads. Neither knew what to say; what they'd just gone through shook 
them both to their cores. 


Chapter Ten 


"Hold still," murmured Nikki as he dabbed a cotton swab soaked in alcohol to the cut on Blackie's lip. 


Blackie involuntarily flinched away, then blew a long, irritated sigh through his nose. "You try holding still when 
it burns like fire." 


"Hey, at least you got a real first aid kit” Nikki dabbed at Blackie's cut one last time, ignoring the poisonous look 
Blackie shot his way. "At Motley House, you'd be lucky if Tommy spit some liquor on it to clean out the 


wound." 


"God, don't make me ill," said Blackie. The two of them were in Blackie's bedroom, Nikki was perched on the 
dresser, the first aid kit by his side, while Blackie stood before him, patiently letting Nikki doctor his cuts and 
scrapes. The last rays of the setting sun were pouring in through the window, casting them both in deep 
shadows and deep reds. 


Tossing the cotton swab aside, Nikki dug in the first aid kit for a butterfly bandaid to hold the cut closed. His 
bare legs dangled, Nikki having taken off his ruined clothes in favor of a t-shirt and panties. "There," he said, 


looking over his work. "Good as new." 


Blackie snorted in disbelief but reached up to finger Nikki's dog collar. "Take this off, let me get a look at you." 
The bruises Chris Holmes had left were blossoming all across Nikki's throat, but so far part of them had been 
hidden by the leather collar. 


Nikki unclasped his collar, trying to ignore the way he felt oddly naked without it. Blackie caught him by the 
chin, turning his head this way and that to examine the damage. This close, Nikki could see to Blackie's injuries, 
as well. Aside from the bloody cut on his lip, he had scraped knuckles and a dark bruise forming on his cheek, 
possibly from when he and Chris went through the bathroom door. Nikki was just glad Blackie was talking -- 
when he'd first brought the first aid kit into his bedroom, he'd found Blackie sitting there with a thousand- 
yard stare from hell. It'd taken some doing to get Blackie to let Nikki see to him, and then to get him talking at 


all. 


"He sure did a number on you," said Blackie regretfully. He was so close that Nikki could feel Blackie's breath 
brush his face. 


Nikki let out some hollow laughter. "I'll never be beautiful again" 


Blackie fixed him with that intense stare of his, and Nikki hated himself for looking away. He'd never been able 

to match Blackie's stare, not in all the years he'd known him. He was too intimidating. "Yes, you will," Blackie told 
him. "You're beautiful now." He reached around Nikki, and Nikki's heartbeat sped up, his heart thumping against 
his chest so hard that he thought Blackie could hear ift, but all Blackie did was take the collar from Nikki's limp 
hand. 


"l, uh, | guess | won't be wearing that anymore," said Nikki, as he wondered why it was suddenly so hard to 
talk He kicked his legs a little out of nervousness, and felt his bare leg brush Blackie's. His heart pounded like a 
drum solo. What the hell was wrong with him? 


Blackie didn't even look at the collar. He was still staring at Nikki in that way that made Nikki sweat and wiggle. 


"It looks good on you," Blackie said. "I'd like to put it on you again, some time soon 
"Yeah?" Nikki's mouth was going dry with the realization that Blackie was not talking about fashion 


"You only found part of the set" The corner of Blackie's mouth turned up in a smile, and his icy eyes gleamed. 
‘It comes with cuffs and a leash.." 


Nikki's lips parted to say something (what?) but Blackie closed the gap between them and caught his mouth. 
Shocked, Nikki put his hands on Blackie's shoulders as though to push him away, but Blackie wrapped him in a 
crushing embrace, and Nikki's hands slipped around his neck, holding him close like a lover. Blackie ravaged his 
mouth; Nikki was so astonished that it was all he could do to kiss back, to hold on and not get swept away. 
Blackie's hands roamed up and down his body, finding his curves hidden beneath his shirt. Nikki's body sang to 
be touched, thrilled at every movement and the feeling of Blackie's body pressed against his own. He swept his 
tongue across Blackie's lower lip, felt the cut and tasted the faint taste of blood. 


Abruptly, Blackie broke off the kiss, and Nikki actually whined softly. He had never in his life imagined he'd had 
such a reaction to kissing another man, let alone Blackie Lawless. Nikki sputtered out, "What the hell was that-- 


Blackie shushed him, and then reached down between them, slid his hand between Nikki's legs, and slipped his 
fingers into the soft folds hidden there. Nikki yelped in surprise and jerked so hard that if Blackie hadn't been 
holding him still, he would've tumbled right off his perch on the dresser. Blackie's fingers were calloused and 
felt shockingly large, the pressure making Nikki's pussy throb. He flushed red hot at how wet he was. 


Blackie's eyes actually rolled back in his head. "Jesus fuckin’ Christ, Nikki." His voice was choked. "I could fuckin’ 


smell you... 


Nikki was white-knuckling his grip on the edges of the dresser, his legs spreading open of their own volition to 
welcome Blackie. This didn't feel anything like any sexual experience he'd ever had. Every time Blackie's fingers 
brushed against this little bundle of nerves between his legs, Nikki's spine lit up like he'd been struck by 
lightning. When Blackie pulled his hand away, Nikki's legs clamped around him, pulling them flush together as 
Nikki's body begged for more contact. Nikki watched, uncomprehending, as Blackie popped his fingers in his 


mouth. 


"You taste even better than you smell," Blackie rasped after he licked his fingers clean. He looked down at Nikki, 
who was clasping Blackie to him with his legs, his back slightly arched, his mouth open and ready to be 
ravished. "I could get you off right here, just from touching you," Blackie told him. 


Nikki whined. Right now, that sounded like the best idea he'd ever heard. 


Blackie's hands slid under Nikki's ass, pulling him forward. Nikki grabbed at Blackie's shoulders to steady himself, 
and in one turn, Blackie dropped them both on the bed. Before Nikki could sit up, Blackie was on him again, 


dripping kisses into his mouth. Breaking apart for a moment, Blackie told him, "I'm gonna enjoy this so much." 


"Oh fuck, oh fuck," babbled Nikki. He felt light-headed. This was really happening! He was in bed with Blackie! His 


world tilted on its axis. 


Blackie slid down his body, snagged Nikki's panties as he went, and sent them flying through the air. It might've 
hurt, but Nikki was so keyed up that he couldn't feel any pain. He had just enough presence of mind to sink his 
hands into Blackie's hair just as Blackie thrust his face between Nikki's legs. 


Sensation flooded his body and Nikki's chest heaved. His legs clamped around Blackie's head instinctively, but 
that just seemed to excite Blackie even more. He licked, sucked, and even nipped at the tender flesh. Nikki 
thrashed, totally overcome with what he was feeling -- he was like a guitar strung tight, that Blackie was 


playing. Blackie came up for air, a huge smile on his face. 
"Hairy fucking Italian girl," he laughed, his fingers petting Nikki's pubic hair. Blackie looked ecstatic. 


Nikki's hands clenched at Blackie's hair, urging him back down, but Blackie mouthed at Nikki's lower belly, while 
his hands moved back up to squeeze his breasts. Nikki's breath caught in his throat. He'd always liked having 
his nipples played with, and the sensation was even better with two full breasts to be cupped and squeezed and 
sucked. His shirt went over his head and joined his panties on the other side of the room. Blackie spent some 
quality time with each nipple, then caught one of Nikki's hands and pressed it between their bodies. 


When Nikki felt Blackie's cock brush his fingertips, he jerked so hard that he almost bucked Blackie off him. 
Rumbling deep in his chest, Blackie pushed closer to him, and, nervously, Nikki closed his hand around his cock. 
He'd never touched another man's dick before -- well, there was that one time he'd helped Tommy take a piss 
when he was so drunk he couldn't stand up, but that wasn't remotely the same thing -- but it didn't feel too 
different from the one he'd had. Huh, so Blackie was Jewish. 


Propping himself up on his forearms while Nikki worked at his dick, Blackie finally shed his shirt and worked on 
kicking off his pants. Nikki's skin felt hot, and the touch of Blackie's bare skin cooled him. Again, his legs 
wrapped around Blackie's waist, bringing them flush together. 


Despite his rock and roll, groupie-hunting lifestyle, Nikki's experiences with sex had always been somewhat 
disappointing. He liked to say that sex was like masturbation, only more work. It was thrilling to feel Blackie 
move him about, clasp him tight and do with his body as he wished; for once, Nikki wasn't orchestrating the 
sex, and he found he preferred it this way. He loved it when Blackie forcefully tilted his head back and ravished 


Nikki's mouth once again. Nikki was very small under his bulk, Blackie's hair covering them like a curtain 


Blackie pushed into him so suddenly that Nikki didn’t have a chance to brace for pain. He'd thought it would 
hurt -- girls always said it did, the first time -- and the penetration burned at first, but much to his 
surprise, Nikki's pussy held tight to Blackie, as though welcoming him in. His body seemed to know what he 
wanted better than he did. He ran purely on instinct. 


Blackie drove into him hard, and then seemed to check himself. His following thrust was slower, and he broke 
away from Nikki's mouth to suck in lungfuls of air. Nikki realized that this was why Blackie had entered him so 
abruptly -- he was very close and couldn't hold back anymore. Nikki held onto him for dear life, the touch of 
Blackie's bare skin cooling his burning hot flesh, Blackie's cock stroking new places within him. His breaths came 
hard and fast. It was as though a key turned in a lock deep within him, sending sparks shooting across Nikki's 
vision. His nails bit into Blackie's back as he shuddered and threw his head back. His entire body strained in 
release. He went over the precipice time and time again, leaving himself behind, crashing back into his body, 
only to be taken to the brink again. Blackie, always louder, screamed in turn, drowning out Nikki's incoherent 


moans. 
Blackie collapsed on top of him, pinning him to the bed. 


Spots and sparks swirled in Nikki's field of vision for some moments. His body throbbed pleasurably. Blackie's 
weight was almost crushing him, but strangely it felt sort of good. Blackie was still inside him, Nikki wrapped 


him ‘round, and their legs were entangled. 


Blackie rested his head on Nikki's breast. The cut on his lip had opened back up again, and blood stained his lips 
and chin, but they were both too blissed out to care. They lay limp and sated for some time, fading in and out 


of consciousness. 


The phone ringing disturbed their idyll. Groaning, Blackie rolled just far enough off Nikki that he could answer it. 
"This better be good," he growled. 


‘Blackie, what the fuck happened to Chris?" Randy Piper's voice could be heard loud and clear over the receiver. 
‘He showed up at my place looking like he'd lost a bar fight, crying and talking crazy talk." 


"Slow down, Randy," said Blackie, his eyes meeting Nikki's. "What did Chris say?" 

"He said he's quitting the band, thats what he said!" Randy's Texan accent came out when he was stressed. "And 
a lot of other stuff, but it was all crazy. About how he'd fucked it up with some girl that he wanted, and that you 
and him got into a fight or something. Then he said he's checking himself into rehab, and he left." 


"IIl talk to you tomorrow," Blackie told him. "Just leave Chris alone for right now." Nikki twisted a strand of hair 
around his finger. If Chris checked himself into rehab, all the better for him, even if it derailed WASP. 


Randy started to argue, so Blackie hung up on him. Rubbing at his eyes, he propped himself up on one elbow 
and gazed down at Nikki. "How you feelin?" 


"How do | feel? About Holmes?" 
"No." Blackie groaned. "About me and you. Us. Let me take care of Chris Holmes." 
"| don't know," Nikki answered truthfully. "| mean, | just had wild sex with you, of all people--" 


Blackie scoffed at him. "That wasn't wild sex, kid. That was practically love-making. All it was missing was rose 


petals and candles. I'll show you wild, bestial sex sometime." 


Nikki swallowed hard. Did he want to sleep with Blackie again? His entire body lit up at the thought. Blackie had 
made him come so hard, better than the best rush from any drug he'd ever tried. He was a little scared of 
what Blackie's idea of ‘wild’ might be, but intrigued nonetheless. "I want more," Nikki admitted. "Fuck, it was good. 
It's like I'm glowing." 

Blackie leaned in to kiss him again, and Nikki hummed into the kiss. Blackie's scent, his hair brushing Nikki's face, 
the feeling of their bodies touching -- a full sensory pleasurable experience. Blackie slipped a finger between 


his legs again, clearly considering a second round, and then pulled back with a curse. 


"What? What's wrong?" Nikki ached a little between his legs, but he hadn't flinched in pain or anything, so why 
did Blackie stop? 


"l'm so stupid sometimes," Blackie grunted. He sat up and pulled the sheet back. There was a little blood 


between Nikki's legs, which was expected, and also some cum. "I was so caught up | didn't pull out." 
Oh. Oh "Damn!" Nikki wiped at the cum with a tissue that Blackie handed him from the bedside table. 


"Well, if its done, then it's done," said Blackie. "Not much we can do now, except use a rubber next time." He 


smiled smugly at the thought of next time. 


Forgetting about the ache in his pelvis or even the cum between his legs, Nikki eyed him curiously. "You did 
say my collar has a matching cuffs and leash, didn't you?" 


Blackie's eyes lit up. 


Chapter Eleven 


Nikki yawned and enjoyed a long stretch, burying his face in the pillow. Nikki's body was a symphony of mixed 


sensations -- bruised up, aching between his legs, but warm and relaxed and well-fucked. 


He wasn't alone in bed for long. Blackie emerged from the shower, his long hair still damp, a couple errant 
strands clinging to his neck and jaw. He'd thrown the wrecked door out in the trash so that they could access 
the bathroom. He clambered into bed with Nikki, pulling the sheets back and resting his head in the curve of 
Nikki's hip. Nikki's right hand brushed against Blackie's cheek, and Blackie's eyes slid closed. 


Nikki's predicament had led him places he'd never imagined he'd go. He couldn't imagine he'd have ended up in 
Blackie's bed like this -- such a thing was unthinkable in his male body. He was still a little scared of Chris 
Holmes, but he'd have to trust that Blackie knew what he was doing with regard to him. He didn't know what to 


do about the Crue not knowing him, or Lizzie Grey usurping his place in the band. 


Nikki's fingers strayed down Blackie's face, and he squeaked a little when Blackie lightly nipped at them. "Hey, 
don't bite," Nikki chided him. "I don't know if you've had all your shots." 


Blackie chuckled, then slid one of his own hands up to Nikki's chest. Nikki assumed he wanted to feel his 
breasts, but instead Blackie just rested his hand over Nikki's heart as though feeling for the tempo of his 
heartbeat through his chest. A beautiful feeling swelled inside of Nikki, making his skin prickle and his eyes well 
up. Whatever the world threw at him next, Blackie was there for him. Blackie had fed him, clothed him, 
defended him. Accepted him. And yes, slept with him. Nikki smiled at the memory. Maybe being a girl wasn't as 
rough as itd first seemed. If Blackie could get him off like that every time, Nikki might just forget about the 
day job and be his full-time love slave for real. The spell was shattered by knocking at the front door. 


"Don't go," said Nikki, grabbing at Blackie's arm. "What if it's Chris, what if he's back? Let me call the cops." 


Blackie stood up, but leaned over the bed and kissed Nikki gently on the side of his mouth. "It's not Chris,” he 
assured Nikki. "| didn't hear a motorcycle engine." Stepping back, he tugged on a pair of jeans and ambled down 
the hall, not even bothering to button them. Nikki pulled on his own studded jeans, and then threw on one of 
Blackie's t-shirts to follow after him. 


Randy Piper was waiting at the front door. "Jesus," he said, letting his sunglasses slide down his face as he got 
a look at Blackie's bruised face and split lip. "Chris did this to you?" 


"And to her, too," Blackie told him, stepping to the side so Randy could see Nikki. Randy gasped out loud at the 
sight of Nikki's bruised neck. 


"Sheeeyit. No wonder Chris was acting all crazy." Randy turned back to Blackie. "So what now? Last | heard 
from him, Holmes was checking himself into rehab, and anyway, | guess you're not too keen on working with 


the guy who almost put your girl in the hospital." 


"Lineups change all the time," said Blackie, a man who went through bandmates faster than most people go 
through socks. 


"We've got a gig at the Troubadour tomorrow night! How're we gonna find a new guitarist who can learn all the 
songs on that short notice?" 


"We're not," Blackie told him. "I know all the songs, so I'm switching back to guitar." 

‘lm not switching to bass," Randy cut in angrily. 

"You won't have to." Blackie flicked his head in Nikki's direction. "We have a new bass player." 
"What?" asked Randy. 

"What!" yelped Nikki 


Blackie looked pleased with himself. "Nikki is a bassist. A pretty decent one, too. | think she can learn the songs 
by then" 


"I broke your bass over Holmes' head," Nikki pointed out. "| don't even have an instrument to play!" 

"Ill buy you a new one." Blackie shrugged. 

Randy's lip screwed up disdainfully. "She's a girl, Blackie, how the hell is she gonna play with us?" 

"Hey! Fuck youl" Nikki surprised himself by being pissed off by that bullshit. Who was Randy Piper to say that 
he couldn't play bass? Smaller, feminine hands be damned, Nikki would be at least as good as Blackie half-assing 
his way through all of WASP.s bass lines. Blackie had made it obvious from day one that playing bass was 
beneath him, and he only did it because neither Randy nor Chris were going to switch from guitar. 

Randy looked as though he wanted to say something back, but didn't dare so long as Blackie was looming over 
him. "I'll pick her up a bass, we'll practice the parts, and by tomorrow we'll see how things turn out," Blackie 
said. "If it doesn't work, we'll cancel the gig on account of Chris going psycho and running off to parts unknown, 


But it will work, Randy." 


As soon as Randy Piper drove off in his car, Nikki slammed the door and whirled around to face Blackie. "Look 


at me when I'm talking to you! You kick me out of one band, and then you recruit me into this one!" 


"I told you we'd find you a new band" Blackie cupped Nikki's face in his hands, his fingers interlocking behind 
Nikki's head. 


"I didn't think it would be your band--" Nikki was cut off by another punishing kiss. His defenses crumbled. He 


could feel the heat between his legs; was that all it took, a touch and a kiss from Blackie, and Nikki was ready 


for whatever came his way? 
Blackie pulled back just long enough to whisper, "Stop talking." 


This time, it was Nikki who pulled him in for another kiss. 


Chapter Twelve 


Nikki let out a frustrated groan when Blackie pulled away; they were braced against the wall, Nikki grinding on 
Blackie's leg, when Blackie broke off the kiss. 


"Why'd you stop?" Nikki panted out. His lips were kiss-swollen, and Blackie's reflection was like a constellation in 
his dark pupils. 


"You want me to fuck you against the wall?" Blackie's hand slid under the hem of Nikki's shirt to cup one full 
and deliciously soft breast. 


Nikki sighed and let his head roll back, pushing his breasts out to be touched. "Oh, fuck yes.” 


Blackie's hands slid down to grab Nikki's ass, and after a moment it dawned on Nikki that Blackie wanted him to 
wrap his legs around his waist. He clambered onto Blackie a little awkwardly, with Blackie muscling him part of 
the way up, but once he was entwined around him, Nikki felt surprisingly secure. As their mouths met once 

again, Nikki let himself be carried away. He'd never imagined being so turned on by being held and positioned as 


his lover desired, and he was eager to find out what else Blackie had planned for him. 


Blackie carried Nikki back to his bedroom and gently dropped him on the bed. Nikki had just sat up and pulled 

his shirt over his head when he heard the hiss of leather as Blackie produced a pair of belts from a drawer. 
The belts were quite long, and they had many holes cut into them, more than anyone needed for a belt that 
was meant to be functional. Nikki paled a bit; he wasn't into the spanking thing. But maybe Blackie wasn't into 

that either, as he began looping the belts through his metal bedposts. 


"Do you really have belts for tying people to your bed?" Nikki asked him with a hint of amusement in his voice. 
Blackie shot him a naughty look. "Sixx, did you think | was all talk?" 


Nikki brushed his fingertips to one of the belts, feeling the grain of the leather and the cool bits of metal. 


"Are you gonna hurt me?" 


‘Only if you ask really nicely," Blackie told him. He caught Nikki's wrist and slid it into the belt's loop, giving it a 
tug to pull it tight. “This isn't meant to hurt you. IIl just make you behave." His blue eyes sparkled. "Something 


you have trouble doing on your own" 


Nikki offered up his other wrist, watching in fascination as the belt captured and held him. Both his arms were 
now restrained, and as Blackie straddled his body, he was well and truly at his mercy. He squirmed a bit, 
testing how much he could move, but mostly succeeded only in making his breasts heave. Blackie smiled a 
wolfish smile down at him, a smile full of teeth. Nikki's heart beat wildly; strange how fear and arousal had the 
same effects on him. 


As for Blackie, having lovely lady Nikki laid out under him was a paradisiacal dream come true. Nikki was not 
only beautiful, but the scent of Nikki's body was driving him crazy. There was nothing as tantalizing as the 
ripe, wanting, heady scent of a woman. Part of him had wanted to fuck Nikki against the wall, and clearly Nikki 
wanted it, too, but he still ached from the fight with Chris, and anyway, Blackie had a better idea He worked 
off Nikki's jeans, tossing them aside, then pushed Nikki's knees apart and mouthed at him through his panties. 
The reaction was instantaneous, as Nikki strained towards him, his feminine body betraying his arousal with a 
rush of wetness. Sliding back up his body, unbuttoning his jeans one-handed, Blackie caught one of Nikki's tight 
ripples between his thumb and forefinger and gave it a pinch. He was rewarded with a cry of shock and 


pleasure, Nikki's body eager for more. 


As Blackie pushed Nikki's panties down to his ankles, he wondered if Nikki had always been attracted to him, or 
if this was a novelty of his new body. The old Nikki had never seemed interested in men -- Blackie had never 
picked up on that banked heat in him -- but the old Nikki had always seemed frustrated with sex, no matter 
how many women he fucked in seedy bathrooms all over LA. And there had been women, lots of willing women, 
and Nikki always whining about not being satisfied For him, there was something missing. If things had been 
different, and itd been Blackie cursed to womanhood, would he have gone crawling into Nikki's bed? Honestly, 
Blackie didn't see himself crawling anywhere but the nearest lesbian bar if he'd been the one woking up with a 
pussy between his legs. 


Blackie slid two fingers into Nikki and pressed upwards gently, thrilling as Nikki's back arched, a cry escaping 
him as his body shook with pleasure. Nikki was clutching at the leather belts so tightly that his fingers were 
turning white; his head thrashed, dark hair flying wildly. "Oh god, oh fuck, just fuck me already, Blackie." 


He didn't have to beg. Blackie was so hard that he was almost aching. He caressed Nikki's clit with his thumb, 
making Nikki writhe and curse at him, while he reached into his bedside dresser and dug around for his wallet 


where he found a trusty condom hidden inside. He ripped it open with his teeth, slid it on, and pushed into Nikki. 


For the first time, Blackie felt resistance as he entered Nikki. Nikki clenched his teeth, and he seemed to draw 
back from him. He was mind-blowingly tight around Blackie, but Blackie could sense that the penetration was 
hurting him this time. Maybe it was the latex. Some chicks were allergic to it or whatever. By this point, 
Blackie was so far gone that he hardly cared anymore -- he pulled out and yanked the condom off before 
sinking back into Nikki with a relieved groan. Fuck it, he'd just have to remember to pull out. 


The difference was like night and day. Not only was the sensation more intense for Blackie, but he didn't feel 
anymore resistance. Nikki's pussy held tight to him, so hot and possessive that Blackie couldn't help but grab 
Nikki's hip to wedge himself in deeper. Nikki had his head thrown back, his hands clenching at his bonds with 
every thrust, as though they were his last solid connection to the physical world. "God fucking damn," Blackie 
panted into his ear. "You're so sexy, Nikki, | cant --" 


He pulled out just in time, sliding back down Nikki's body to press a kiss between his legs, sending Nikki over the 
edge into a moaning orgasm. Nikki strained against his bonds, tears leaking from the corners of his eyes as he 
came. Blackie waited till Nikki went limp before reaching up to untie him from the belts. "You did so good, 
goddamn," Blackie told him, laying his head on the pillow beside Nikki and lightly sucking on his neck 


Nikki responded with a raspy moan, his eyes fluttering open. He swallowed, then licked his lips, and after a 
minute or two he finally managed, "Can we use the collar next time?" 


Blackie brushed the hair away from Nikki's face, completely enraptured. Was this his dream woman or what? "I 


promise we'll use the collar as soon as your neck heals." 
Nikki dozed off with a smile on his lips. 


While Nikki rested, Blackie ventured out to buy a new bass. He hated leaving Nikki home alone, but he wouldn't 
be gone long, and he double and triple-checked the locks before he left. He considered waking Nikki up and 
making him come along, just so Blackie would know he was safe, but Nikki looked so peaceful, and besides, Blackie 
didn't want anyone throwing nasty looks their way. If Blackie walked around with a split lip and bruises, no one 
thought that much of it. If he showed up with a beat-up girl, someone would probably call the cops on him. 


He knew where a secondhand music shop was that stayed open late, and sure enough, he picked up a decent 
Warlock. He roused Nikki and placed it in his arms as Nikki sat up, sleepy-eyed but excited, 


Nikki had already learned half the material back in his aborted run in Sister, and they ran through those songs 
-- "Mr. Cool", "Love Me", "Doctor Rockter", and "Tear Down the Walls" -- a couple of times to refresh his 
memory, before working on some of the newer stuff. It was well past midnight before Blackie felt like Nikki had 
a handle on the songs. He wasn't up to Blackie's standard yet, but it was short notice, and Nikki had improved 
considerably since the days when they were in a band together. 


For the first time, Nikki climbed into bed with Blackie, just to sleep. It felt a little strange at first. They'd slept 
together twice, but actually sleeping with one another felt so intimate. Nikki stretched out on his side, only for 
Blackie to wrap his long arms and legs around him and pull him close, tucking Nikki's head under his chin. They 
settled in, getting accustomed to the rhythm of one another's breathing, till they nodded off shortly before 


the dawn, dreaming under a Communist flag canopy. 


Chapter Thirteen 


Nikki woke up to find Blackie sleeping peacefully in his arms. Rubbing the sleep from his eyes, Nikki took a 
moment to marvel at how relaxed and young Blackie looked when he was asleep. How old was Blackie, anyway? 
Surely only a couple of years older than Nikki, which would make him, what, twenty-five? Twenty-six? With his 
rep as the elder statesman of the Rainbow Bar and Grill, and his music industry war stories, he always 


seemed much older. 
Blackie cracked open an eyelid. "Stop thinking so loud, Sixx." 
"Have you been awake this whole time!" 


A smile quirked at the edges of Blackie's lips. "Maybe." He pulled Nikki flush with his body, sucking kisses on the 
back of Nikki's neck. Nikki was squirming pleasurably as Blackie's hand slid into his panties. He wiggled a little to 
help Blackie slide them down to his knees. He felt Blackie's cock brush against his ass, and Nikki began rocking 
backwards, undulating his spine in long waves, till he felt the head of Blackie's cock brush against his pussy. 
Nikki actually craved the sensation of being penetrated. He understood why girls loved being fucked, even on 
sinks or on dirty couches or on the floor. The pleasure, mixed with just enough pain to be titillating, was 


addictive, and he'd never come so hard in his /fe. 


His ministrations were having an effect on Blackie. His breathing came fast and ragged, and his hips bucked 


helplessly. He planted a hand between Nikki's shoulder blades, and pinned him to the bed. 


Nikki looked over his shoulder, peeking at Blackie through the fall of his dark hair, and said, "What are you 


waiting for? You gonna fuck me?" 


Blackie nodded, his eyes roving up and down across Nikki's body. "Yeah. | just want to remember you like this.” 
He braced himself over Nikki, one hand grasping Nikki's hip to push him into position. Everywhere their bodies 
touched, Nikki felt hot; and Blackie's weight settling on him was enough to make him tremble. Blackie pushed his 
thighs open without a problem, and he moved his hand from Nikki's hip to fist a handful of Nikki's hair to hold 
Nikki in place. All the air rushed from his lungs as Blackie pushed into him. Again, that delicious friction as 
Nikki's body held him tight and tried to keep him inside. Crooning to himself, Nikki felt tears leap to his eyes. 
Blackie seemed to test how much weight he could put on Nikki as he leaned forward, propping himself on one 


elbow, as he curled around Nikki's prone body. 


Nikki buried his face in the mattress, trying to muffle the noises he was making as he hit his climax. Blackie 
pulled his head back by his hair, and barely a moment later he forced his fingers into Nikki's mouth. Nikki bit 
down, screaming around Blackie's fingers as his orgasm's aftershocks rocked through him. Blackie pulled out 
seconds later, groaning as he, too, found release. He slid his fingers from Nikki's mouth, brushing Nikki's cheek 
tenderly with his knuckles. Panting, Nikki collapsed onto the bed, curling up with his knees to his chest. 


"Did | hurt you?" Blackie sounded hesitant, almost concerned. Nikki's eyes fluttered open as Blackie wiped at the 


tears at the corners of his eyelids. 

"No, no," Nikki assured him. "Just. fuck. That was so intense. | wish you could feel what it's like." 
Blackie laid beside him, cleaning himself off with last night's bath towel. "No thanks. | like having a dick." 
Nikki smirked at him. "Hey, if you turn into a chick, we could have hot lesbian sex." 


Blackie narrowed his eyes at him. "As tempting as that idea sounds, | hope whatever you have isn't contagious," 
he said archly. He reached over and lightly slapped Nikki on the ass. "Come on, get that gorgeous ass up, and 
let's get ready for the show tonight.” 


After lunch, they headed over to the Troubadour for sound check. The rest of the band (minus Holmes) was 
there waiting for them, and Nikki had the odd experience of being formally introduced to people he already 
knew. Randy didn't seem any happier about Blackie's new girlfriend being in the band than he had yesterday 
evening, and Tony Richards looked physically pained when he shook Nikki's hand. Tony and Randy were obviously 


bracing themselves for disaster. 


They had a rough start on the first song -- "Animal", a song that hadn't existed back when Nikki played in 
Sister -- but Nikki shrugged it off, and when they tried the next song, "The Torture Never Stops", which Nikki 


knew well, he didn't miss a beat. He turned to see Tony peering at him curiously from behind his cymbals. 
"That -- actually sounded good," said Randy in wonderment. 
Blackie glared at him. "You saying my bass playing sucked?" 
"Uhhh... Nah! | mean.. | didn't expect her to know that one." 


Nikki wanted to laugh in his face. He'd sweated and played till his fingers bled over that song back in the old 
days, before Blackie kicked him out of Sister. He could play it in his sleep. "We can try ‘Animal again," suggested 
Nikki, as he tuned his bass. "I need to get that one down" 


They ran through "Animal", and Nikki hit a groove, and then they tore through the other songs in rapid fire 
succession. Blackie had never been one for lots of yapping at the audience, so there wasn't a lot of time to 
retune or grab a sip of water or anything. They had just finished "Sex Drive" when Randy's girlfriend, Belle, 


came running in with her arms loaded down with bags. 


Nikki had seen Belle a time or two, hanging on Randy Piper's arm. He mostly knew her as the chick who would 
record their shows back when WASP. was still called Circus Circus; she was a videographer or something like 
that, and she had a real videocamera. She waved cheerily at Nikki, then bounced up and kissed Randy. "If you 
big sweaty guys don't mind, I'm gonna steal her for a minute," Belle said, pointing at Nikki. 


"Huh?" Nikki shot her a befuddled look. 


Belle flailed with the bags in her arms. "I thought you might like some help with your stage costume! C'mon 


back to the dressing room with me, and I'll do your hair and makeup." 


Nikki glanced over at Blackie, who nodded his head. Shrugging off his bass, Nikki followed Belle to the back He 
really didnt have anything to wear to tonights show, other than his jeans and a t-shirt. All his stage costumes 
were at Motley House, and anyway, none of them would possibly fit him now. 


Belle had brought enough stuff for ten stage costumes. As she strapped Nikki into pantyhose and a leather 
mini-skirt, Belle kept up a constant chatter. "I just think it's so cool that you're joining the band. How many girls 
want to be rockers, not just screw rockers! Oh my god, people are going to fofally lose their minds when they 


see you. What's your name, honey?" 
"Nikki," Nikki told her. 


"What a cute name!" said Belle. She pulled a studded bustier out of the bag and giggled, "This is from last 
Halloween! | hope it fits!" 


Nikki sat at the makeup table and Belle teased up his hair and applied his makeup. She carefully covered up the 
ugly bruises that still marred Nikki's neck. "I don't want you to look like some demon, like how Blackie does,” Belle 


told him. "You're sooooo pretty. And those green eyes, wow! Here, lemme try some purple eyeliner.” 


As Belle applied his eyeliner, a strange feeling welled up inside Nikki. He had never even talked to this woman 
before; she wasn't his type, and she was someone else's girlfriend, so she might as well not exist in his world. 
But Belle showed up to help Nikki, without being asked, and she hadn't even known his name until five minutes 
ago. She did it all just to help another chick in the rock scene. A week ago, Nikki would've ignored or mocked a 
girl like Belle, and here he was, totally dependent on her kindness. 


"I knew it!" squealed Belle. "The purple eyeliner makes the green in your eyes pop! And can | just say, I'm so 
relieved Chris is gone. Like, that guy needs serious help. He's so angry all the time. Randy told me what 
happened, and oh my god. Chills, it gave me chills!" Belle mock-shivered to make her point. "I can already tell the 


vibe has changed with you here. I've never seen Blackie look so relaxed." 


Probably because | made him cum his brains out three times in the last 24 hours, thought Nikki, but he decided to 
keep his mouth shut. 


"How did you two meet?" Belle asked, her eyes shining. 


| passed out facedown in his driveway would just lead to more questions, so Nikki settled on, "I got kicked out of 


my last place, and Blackie knew | was a bassist, so he moved me in with him" 


At that moment, Blackie himself knocked on the door. Speak of the devill "Hey, we need to get dressed," he said 
through the door. 


"We're almost ready! Jeez!" Belle huffed dramatically, put the finishing touches on Nikki's hairdo, and then 


opened the dressing room door. "Ta-dal" 


Nikki looked fucking hot, if he did say so himself. With his makeup on, his lips painted a sinful red, platform 

boots and a black mini-skirt topped off by Belle's bustier, he was like some dark angel come down to earth to 
rock and roll. Blackie had a look on his face like he was wondering if they had time for a quickie in the dressing 
room before the show. Tony and Randy barged in, and Blackie gave Nikki a last hungry once-over before going 


to do his own stage makeup. 


Belle and Nikki headed out to mingle with the crowd. People were already packing the Troubadour, some of them 
already drunk, and Nikki and Belle walked past a couple grinding in a dark corner who might actually have been 


having intercourse. 


From across the room, Nikki caught sight of the top of Tommy's head, and he stopped in his tracks. He 
swallowed hard. Even just the thought of the Crue was like a dagger in his heart. "Are you okay?" Belle asked, 
taking his hand. 


‘lm okay," Nikki told her. "I just saw someone | used to know." 

Just then, two more familiar faces popped into Nikki's field of vision: Stephen and Robbin from Ratt. Robbin, 
who's chest hair was peeking out of his partially-unbuttoned shirt, walked up and offered Nikki a drink. "Babe, | 
haven't seen you before," he slurred. 

Nikki's mouth fell open. He hadn't expected Robbin to recognize him, but it was still weird to realize that his 


friend was hitting on him. Belle mistook the look on Nikki's face for fear, and she cut in. "Back offl" she snapped 
at Robbin. "She's Blackie's girl." 


"Blackie's girll" Stephen burst out laughing, elbowing his way over to get a good look at Nikki. "How did that 
ghoul get a chick like you?" 


Nikki frowned. "He has his ways," he told Stephen, poking him in the chest with one finger to get him to back 
up a couple of steps. "And I'm not just Blackie's girlfriend. I'm the new bassist in WASP." 


"What, really?" Robbin gawked at him. "No way." 

"Yes, way!" Belle jumped in to back Nikki up. "She totally shreds. Tell him, Nikki!" 

"Is that your name? Nikki?" Robbin asked, leaning in closer. Just then, two long arms wrapped around Nikki from 
behind, and he found himself pressed into Blackie's chest. He peered up to see Blackie in his full stage get-up, 


even taller than usual thanks to his platform boots. 


"Her name is Nikki Lawless," Blackie told Robbin, and before Nikki could sputter in protest, Blackie rumbled, "It's 


showtime," and led him away. From behind them, Nikki could make out Stephen's voice as he said to Robbin, 
"That guy totally knows some sexual black magic if he got that babe." 


"Nikki Lawless, huh?" Nikki growled at Blackie as they headed backstage. Blackie handed him his bass. 
"You can't go by Sixx anymore," Blackie reminded him. 
"People are gonna think we're brother and sister! Or husband and wife!" 


"Hmmm," Blackie smirked deviously as he pondered the implications of that, just as the lights went up on stage. 
Despite everything, Nikki was a pro. When it was showtime, it was fucking showtime. As they launched into the 
opening song, the stage lights blinded Nikki for a moment, so by the time he could make the faces of the 
audience, he could clearly see the slack jaws as people realized there was a chick playing in WASP. Finally, he 
was able to rock out and really have fun, as Blackie's powerful voice sliced through the wailing guitars and 
pounding drums. There was a microphone set up on Nikki's side of the stage, so he hopped up to back up 
Blackie's vocals during "Animal". His new voice was much higher-pitched than his old one, so Nikki lent that 
soprano to the high notes. 


The audience at the Troubadour was able to get right up next to the stage, and hands reached out, some 
saluting Nikki with fists or devil's horns, others reaching out to grab at his shapely legs. Nikki found himself 
rooted to the spot as hands grabbed his ankles and legs and held tight. He was about to freak out when Blackie 
stalked over and kicked a guy in the face, sending him careening back into the audience. Free, Nikki danced back 
out of the way of handsy fans. By now, they were playing "Tormentor", and Nikki got the satisfaction of seeing 


Blackie sling a bloody slice of raw meat in the general direction of those troublemakers. 


From his vantage point, Tommy Lee watched the show with a frown on his face. He felt like he was going 


crazy. He knew the girl on the stage.. 


Chapter Fourteen 


Outside the Troubadour, Tommy Lee cornered his bandmate Vince Neil, who was busy chatting up ladies. 
WASP‘s show wasn't Vince's scene, but he loved the bright new faces that would show up to see the Sunset 
Strip's bloodiest band of perverts. 


"Damnit, can't this wait?" whined Vince, as Tommy dragged him away from a pretty girl with innocent 


cornflower-blue eyes. 


"No, Vince!" Tommy grasped him by both shoulders and stared hard at him. "That girl bassist, the one who's 
playing with WASP. | know her. We know her.” 


Vince's brown furrowed. "Huh? We know lots of chicks." 


Taking a deep breath, Tommy went on. "You remember a few days ago, when Blackie Lawless came to us and 
said that he knew where Nikki was?" 


"Yeah, but that was crazy talk. He tried to get us to believe that Nikki was a girl.. oh Jesus, Tommy, don't tell 


me you believe him!" Vince was aghast. 


"I know it sounds nutty, but | think there's something to it" Tommy scratched at his head anxiously. "I'm gonna 
talk to them." 


In the Troubadour, the performance had ended, and the staff were getting to the unenviable task of cleaning 
up after WASP's stage show. As the feathers and fake blood were mopped up, Tony and Randy stood at the 
dressing room door, pounding on it furiously with their fists. "C'mon! Hurry up, you two!" Randy yelled through 
the door. "We need to get changed!" 


Blackie and Nikki had locked themselves in the dressing room and were fucking like crazy people on the vanity. 
Nikki moaned in ecstasy through the gag in his mouth; he was bent over the makeup table, miniskirt pulled up 
over his hips, his cheek pressed to the mirror, and his hands bound behind him with some rope that Blackie 
happened to have on hand. Hairspray, makeup, and other odds and ends went clattering to the floor as Blackie 
pounded into him from behind Nonsense words fell from Blackie's lips; sometimes he would gasp out half a 
sentence like "Feels so good, the best pussy I've--" before he'd choke off the words. He slid a hand into Nikki's 


bustier and pinched a nipple, and Nikki screamed past his gag as his body convulsed and he went over the edge. 


Blackie fucked him through the first orgasm, triggering a second that left Nikki slumped over, stage makeup 
smearing across the mirror. Blackie cried out as well as he crashed against Nikki. He cursed softly as he pulled 
out a bit belatedly. Blackie loosened Nikki's bonds, then knelt down and groped around on the floor for something 
to wipe them off with, finally settling on someone's shirt. 


Free, Nikki rolled over onto his back and sprawled out across the vanity, one hand dangling down almost to the 


floor, the other resting across his chest. He let Blackie clean him off and pull his panties back up from his 
ankles for him. It occurred to Nikki that it had been several days since he'd had any drugs of any kind -- and 
he hadn't craved any since he'd started fucking Blackie. The high from the sex had replaced the high that the 
drugs gave him. And his body showed no signs of being sated. Right now, he felt like he could let Blackie tie him 
up, fuck him hard, and get him off any time of the day or night and never get enough. 


Randy and Tony continued pounding on the door. "Let us in!" 


"Let me put my dick away, damn," grumbled Blackie. Not bothering to change back into his street clothes, he 
offered Nikki a hand to help him to his feet. Blackie then unlocked the door, Randy and Tony almost spilling into 
the dressing room. Nikki ignored the death glares his new bandmates shot his way as he wiggled one foot into 
a boot that had fallen off when Blackie bent him over the vanity, and stumbled after Blackie into the hallway. 
Just as they made it out of the stage door, they heard a furious Tony shouting, "What the fuck happened to 
my shirt!" Giggling, Nikki grabbed Blackie by the hand and dragged him into the parking lot. Nikki knew from 
experience that drummers hit the hardest in any band, and he wanted to get out of range of Tony's wrath. 


They were both starving after the show, but Blackie's fridge was empty, so they headed over to a 24/7 store 


to pick up some supplies. 


"Okay, | need this," Nikki said, reaching up to snag a box of black hair dye. He was sitting in the grocery cart, 
his legs dangling over the side, while Blackie pushed him down the aisle. They were both still in their stage 
clothes, Blackie clomping about in his platform boots and Nikki playing with the rips in his pantyhose. The store 
clerk eyed them both warily. 


Blackie tossed something into his lap. "Tampons?" Nikki looked confused for a moment before he got it. "Oh 
yeah, | guess | will need these." 


Blackie got a strange expression on his face. "You and me better be praying that you'll need those," he 
muttered. 


They turned the corner to find Tommy Lee waiting for them in the next aisle. Shocked, Nikki just stopped 
himself from gasping aloud. Despite all that had happened to him recently, Tommy was such a sight for sore 
eyes. It felt so good just to see him, his familiar tattoos and face, to know that he was alive and well. 


Tommy approached them, holding his hands up as though trying not to spook them. "Can | talk to you for a 
minute?" 


Blackie glowered at him, but made no move to chase Tommy off or to leave, so Nikki took it on himself to 


speak. "Sure, Tommy," he said. 


"l, um. | know this sounds crazy, but | think that you--" and here Tommy pointed at Nikki -- "and | know each 
other. | think you're my best friend.” 


Nikki swallowed hard. "You're my best friend too, Tommy.” 


Tommy began shaking. Nikki had never, ever seen Tommy look so vulnerable. "I didn't believe you when you 
tried to tell me, Blackie. | didn't let myself believe it till | saw you tonight. Nikki.. Nikki, can you meet me and the 
boys at the pier in thirty minutes? Please? Just me, you, Vince, and Mick" 


Nikki blinked back tears. "Yeah. | think | can do that." 


The look on Blackie's face was absolutely stormy. Tommy said to him, "Man, | promise nothing bad will happen 
to him. Her. We gotta make the other Crue boys see the light, that's all” With that, he ducked out of the 
store and disappeared into the parking lot. 


Chapter Fifteen 


Vince shuffled along after Tommy towards the pier, making a show of dragging his feet and sighing 
dramatically. He wasn't even sure why he'd let Tommy drag him along on this bone-headed farce. Maybe it 
was the sad look in Tommy's eyes, the look that hadn't left since that night almost a week ago. The night Nikki 


Sixx vanished into thin air. 


Vince was worried about Nikki, too, but he figured Nikki would turn up sooner or later. Probably he'd found 
some chick with a credit card to fuck, and was enjoying living life in the fast lane on her dime. But Tommy was 
frantic over Nikki. He'd even printed out these homemade signs and stapled them all over Los Angeles, like a kid 


looking for his runaway dog. 


The ugly truth was, Vince was worried about Nikki, but Vince didn't miss Nikki. He didn't miss Nikki making fun 
of their girlfriends, or Nikki spilling his makeup and trashing the house. He didn't miss Nikki criticizing his singing 
and acting like some big shot, when he was really just some hayseed fresh off the farm in Idaho or lowa or 
wherever it was Nikki came from. Vince had never been happier since Lizzie Grey joined the band. This had 
been the best week of his life so far. Lizzie made him laugh, Lizzie wore cool scarves, Lizzie loved to chase 


chicks as much as Vince did, and Lizzie wrote really good songs and didn't do as many pills as Nikki had. 


As it was, Vince was really worried about Tommy's mental state if he actually believed any of this mumbo- 
jumbo Blackie Lawless was telling him. Vince didn't know Blackie that well; all he knew was that the guy looked 
and sang like the devil and he intimidated even Nikki. "Oh, you can't believe anything Blackie says," Lizzie had 
drawled when Vince had confided in him. "He talks like he's Mr. Big Rock Star. ‘Oh, | was in the New York Dolls. 
Oh, | was almost in KISS: He's nothing but some goomba from New York City. Rik Fox told me all about him." 


Mick Mars rumbled up on his motorcycle. He walked over to Tommy and Vince with his hands jammed in his 
pockets, not saying a word. Tommy was staring off down the beach, chewing at a nail like his life depended on 
it. 

"I'm only staying for five minutes," Vince snapped. "If she's not here in five minutes, I'm out. | swear to God" 
Tommy gasped and held up his hand. He then pointed at the figure slowly making her way down the beach. A 
girl with dark hair walked towards them, holding her shoes in one hand, leaving footprints in the wet sand that 
were washed away in the waves. 


"Hey, guys," the girl said as she climbed up onto the pier. "It's been awhile." 


Tommy looked like he wanted to bolt forward and wrap his arms around her. Vince glared at her and said, 
"Who the hell are you supposed to be?" 


The girl took a deep breath. "l'm Nikki." 


"Bullshit. Nikki is a guy. You know, this is a real shitty prank to pull. Did Blackie put you up to this? Because 


Lizzie says he's nothing but some goomba --" 


"| don't give a damn what Lizzie says, Vince." The girl put her shoes down and approached them. "This isn't a 


prank. | know it's hard to believe, but | swear to you, I'm Nikki. You know me." 


"Look at her tattoos, dude," whispered Tommy. The girl wore some very distinctive ink on her arm. "Those are 


Nikki Sixx's tattoos, Vince!" 

"Anyone could have those tattoos!" Vince shouted. In desperation, he turned to Mick. "Say something!" 
"Mick," said the girl. "Remember when we met at the liquor store where | used to work? You said you loved 
Jeff Beck and | wanted to kick your ass." She seemed to beg him to remember. "I wish I'd never said a bad 


word to you, Mick" 


At last, Mick spoke, and when he spoke, he said one word: "Nikki?" in a tone filled with wonder. The girl began to 
shake and tears fell from her eyes. 


"No, nol" Vince's voice took on a note of hysteria "Are you all crazy? Is everyone crazy but me?" 

The girl brushed the tears from her face and shot a fierce look at Vince that stopped him dead in his tracks. 
For the first time, he saw Nikki in her. "No, no," he said softly, more to himself than anyone else. Maybe this 
madness was infecting him, as well. 

"Nikki, what happened to you?" asked Tommy. 

"| don't know," said Nikki. "Blackie thinks someone put a curse on me." 


"Is that where you've been? With Blackie?" 


"Since Wednesday. He found me passed out in his driveway," Nikki explained. "You and Vince had thrown me out 


of Motley House early that morning." 

"Oh god!" Tommy looked stricken "That was you?" 

"That was me." 

Vince clamped his hands over his face and stared at Nikki in horror through his fingers. 
‘I'm so sorry, Nikki, you can't imagine how sorry | am--" Tommy was near to tears. 


Nikki took his hand. "Its okay. I'm not mad about what happened. | wish there was some way of fixing this, 
that's all." 


"Who did that to you?" Mick spoke up. At the confused looks on the others’ faces, he stepped forward and 
pointed at the bruises on Nikki's neck. Her stage makeup was wearing off, and even in the dim light cast by the 
street lamps, they could make out the bruises. "Who did that to you? Was it Blackie?" 


"No!" Nikki reflexively put her hands to her throat. "Blackie nearly got his ass kicked pulling Chris Holmes off 


me. 
"Holmes? That big Viking-looking motherfucker?" Tommy asked. 
"That's him. He busted in on me on Sunday and tried to.. | dunno. Kill me or rape me." 


Tommy stomped down the pier, flinging his arms around in wild arcs, as though challenging the world and all- 


comers to fight him. "Son of a bitch! Fuck! I'll kill him!" 


"Tommy," Nikki yelled after him. "Killing Chris Holmes isn't gonna help me right now. Anyway, he's gone. He 
checked himself into rehab or something like that. Cmon, stay with me here." 


As Tommy staggered back to them, Vince said, very cautiously, "Let's say you're who you say you are. So 
what now?" 


"You believe me?" Nikki's eyes went wide. 


"| didn't say that! l'm saying as a hypothetical” Vince looked from Nikki to Tommy to Mick. "Where do we go 


from here?" 
"We gotta get Nikki back in the band, dude," said Tommy. 


Vince cringed. That was the last thing he wanted. "And how do you think we're gonna do that? Tell everyone 
Nikki had a sex change?" 


"Why not just be honest?" Tommy looked hopeful. "We should take Nikki to, like, a doctor or something, Find out 


if there's a cure.” 


Mick coughed, and everyone snapped at the neck to look at him. So far, he'd hung back, things raging within him 
that he preferred to keep to himself. “There's a big problem with that. Let's say we tell everyone what 
happened. Let's say we take Nikki to a doctor and somehow get the doctor to believe us. The military or the 
government or somebody is gonna come and take Nikki and dissect him like a lab rat to figure out what 


happened." 
This possibility obviously hadn't occurred to Tommy. "Jesus. Do you think so?" 


"Nikki is a miracle. | don't think miracles last too long in this world" Mick scratched at his stubble. "And if we 


don't convince the doctor, then we'll all get stuffed in straitjackets and left to rot in a loony bin" 
Nikki considered this. Better to live free as a woman than be a captive in an asylum or some lab. 


Vince saw an opening. "You're in Blackie's band now, right?" he asked Nikki. "Maybe you should just stay there. 
How many people get a fresh start in life?" 


"Vince!" Tommy yelled at him. 

I'm serious, T-Bone," said Vince. "I mean, this is one hell of a clean break A new body, a new band. No past 
dragging you down And you always wanted to play with that Lawless guy anyway." A thought dawned on Vince. 
"You aren't fucking him, are you?" 

Nikki went suspiciously still. 

"Oh, goddamn!" Vince was a-gog. "You are! You're fucking him!" 

Nikki pursed her lips. "Shut up." 

"You've only been a chick since Wednesday!" 

"So?" asked Nikki indignantly. 

"So? It's barely Tuesday morning! You sure didn't wait long to try out the new pussy, huh?" 

‘C'mon, Vince," said Tommy. "Like you wouldn't try it out if you woke up and you were a chick." 

That was beside the point. Vince wasn't done being outraged. "At least tell me you're using protection" 


For some reason, Nikki seemed a little confused by this question "What, you mean a gun?" 


"No! Oh god, you're fucking him without a rubber, aren't you. Jesus, Nikki." Vince pulled at his hair. "You're 
fucking that giant demon freak without a rubber. You're gonna get knocked up." 


"Shut up, Vince!" 
"You're gonna have a hundred of his demon spawn" 
"| said shut up!" Nikki went to punch Vince in the jaw, but Tommy grabbed her by the wrist and held her back 


"Cut it out, Vince," warned Tommy. "Or I'll let her loose. And Nikki could always beat your ass, and | don't think 


much has changed" 


Mick spoke up again. Holding up his hands in a plea for silence, he asked, "We're back to the same question: 


What now?" 


Down the beach, sitting on his motorcycle, Blackie Lawless waited for Nikki Sixx. He told himself he was only 
waiting to give him a ride, but the truth was, he was waiting to find out what cards life had dealt him this 


time. 


If Nikki rejoined the Crue, Blackie told himself that he would end it. He would have to. Nikki would get right back 
on coke and pills, and he'd probably start nailing Tommy inside of a month. The last thing Blackie needed was 
another drug-addled whore. Despite Blackie's disdain for addicts, they always made their way into his life. The 
New York Dolls (all of them). Lizzie Grey and Nikki Sixx. Chris Holmes. Nikki again. And they all left chaos and 
scorched earth in their wake as he struggled to pick up the pieces. This city, it ate at people, Blackie decided. It 
fed on lost souls and it took what was beautiful in them and snuffed it out. 


Fate had dropped Nikki into his lap, and he'd seen Nikki sober up into a desirable woman, and now fate was 
ready to snatch Nikki away again. For the first time, Blackie wondered if he'd been the one cursed, and not 
Nikki. Because, what if Nikki stayed with him? There was no way to know if this change was permanent. They 
could wake up a week, a month, a year from now, and find Nikki transformed back into a man. The thought 
made Blackie sweat. He couldn't begrudge Nikki getting his original body back, but he was selfish enough to want 
lovely lady Nikki to keep for his own 


He tried to tell himself that he'd just break it off, no matter what Nikki decided. Better to live without than 


live with the curse hanging over his head, that his dream woman could be taken from him without warring. No, 


he would deny fate that satisfaction... 


All such thoughts vanished from his head when he caught sight of Nikki making his way back down the beach 
as the first rays of dawn lit up the sky. When Blackie saw Nikki like that, his dark hair flying loose and wild 
around his face, his hands swinging with his easy gait as he walked through the waves lapping at his feet, he 
put all thoughts of the curse out of his mind. All he wanted was to take Nikki back home with him and take 
him to bed. 


Nikki paused to slip on his boots, then ran over and climbed onto the motorcycle behind Blackie. 
"What did you decide?" Blackie asked him. 


Nikki rested his forehead against Blackie's back. "It's too complicated to get me back in the band like this. It's 
better that | stay with you in WASP. for now, and I'll rejoin the Crue if | turn back into a man" 


Blackie didn't ask him what Nikki wanted to happen. He didn't want to know how at odds what he wanted was 
with what Nikki wanted. 


They made it home and got showered, finally wiping the last of the stage makeup off them. Nikki had just 
crashed into the bed when the phone rang. "I'll get it," Blackie told him, reaching across and snagging the 


receiver. 

"Blackie! lve been trying fo call you all night! It was Rod Smallwood, who'd had his eye on WASP. for some 
months. "Where ever dd you find that gorgeous female bassist? What a stroke of genius. She's going to be on 
every poster on every man's wall by this time next year" 

Blackie had known that Nikki would turn heads. There weren't any other bands with female members, except 
for a few that had chick singers, and those were chick bands. No one had seen anything like WASP, with their 
wild stage show, and a beautiful female bassist with Blackie on vocals. Middle America was going to lose its 


mind. Beside him, Nikki was dozing while Blackie spoke to Rod. 


He'd just put the phone back in its cradle when it rang again. Grunting, Blackie picked it back up and said, "Did 
you forget something, Rod?" 


Silence. Then: "/ts me. Is Chris" 


Cursing, Blackie sat straight up in bed, jostling Nikki from his slumber. "What the hell do you think you're 


doing?" 
"/ know | got no night to call you. But I want to make things right" 
Blackie gripped the phone receiver so tightly that it creaked in his hand. "Don't you ever call here again--" 


"Please, Blackie" Chris sounded desperate. "/ve been in rehab and this is the first time Ive been sober in years 
Maybe ever. | need fo say Im sorry" 


"I walked in on you strangling her," Blackie snarled. "You could've killed her!" He looked down to see Nikki looking 


warily up at him. 


"/ know it dont mean much, but my apologies are all | have to give" Chris paused and then asked, "Can / speak to 
her? 


"Hand it to me," Nikki said. "| wanna hear what he has to say.’ 

Against his better judgment, Blackie handed Nikki the phone. He stayed close so he could listen in 

"You've got a lot of nerve," said Nikki into the phone. 

"/ -- Im so sorry, girl" Chris’ voice cracked with emotion. "/m a drunk and .. | couldnt have lived with myself if.. | 


dont know if | can live with myself now, knowing | hurt you. Im gonna dry out, and | swear. | swear, you will never 
see me again You don't have fo forgive me, | dont deserve it. But | needed To say if" 


Nikki hung up the phone, then settled in beside Blackie and let him wind his arms around him. They lay so stil 
and so close that Blackie felt Nikki's eyelashes brush his cheek as he finally relaxed, and drifted off to sleep. 


